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INTRODUCTION 

The QUEER IMAGING AND RITING KOLLECTIVE FOR ELDERS (QUIRK-E) ZINERS  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The purpose of the Quirk- e Zine group is to provide a platform to write on specific topics that are 

important to us as individuals, as members of our queer community and our larger society. In this 

Zine, we want to act on the Indigenous, Black, Asian, and People of Colour's (IBPOC/BIPOC) call to 

fight against systemic racism and colonization. The Quirk-e Ziners respect that our white 

contributors cannot speak to the reality of an IBPOC person, but we are intent on doing what we 

can to support IBPOC people.  While we have not, as white women, personally experienced 

racism, we have experienced oppression in terms of our gender identity or sexual orientation. We 

are learning from the IBPOC movement,  and we can use our own experience to participate in 

social justice.  We are addressing this topic from a position of wanting to help and not wanting to 

cause harm.  To this end, we are also providing a reference section  of currently available related 

websites, authors and organizations as well as some book reviews. As well, we hired and are 

grateful to Charlotte Sista C Ferrel for editing content to make sure none of it was harmful to the 

people or the movement.  
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Message from Charlotte Sista C Ferrell: Thank you for this opportunity to review and share 

my ideas or recommendations on such heart-centered work. It is commendable that Quirk-e 

dedicated a full e-zine toward helping to raise consciousness and positively influence 

behavior in a manner that eliminates inadvertent or blatant racism.  

 



WHITE PRIVILEGE IN CANADA  
Val Innes 

 

 I recently read  White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack by Dr Peggy McIntosh
1
, 

an autobiographical article exploring her own white privilege that I believe every white person 

should read (and you can find the original at  nationalseedproject.org if you scroll down on the 

left of the website). I then decided to do an autobiographical exploration of my own white 

privilege here in Canada. The point of this exercise for me was to become aware of how white 

privilege affects my life on a daily basis rather than just not noticing. Systemic and individual 

racism continues to deprive Black, Indigenous, and People of Colour (BIPOC) of the equality and 

safety they should have, and it privileges white people hugely. Understanding that, and the fact 

that BIPOC do not experience most of the privilege that whites have is, I think, one of the steps 

towards tackling racism and supporting BIPOC. 

 After my exploration following McIntosh's testimonials, I decided to write about the 

results in order to encourage other white people to do the same or, at least, think about it 

seriously, and to act to end systemic and individual racism. I am white, therefore, I am not subject 

to racism in my country or neighbourhood. It's clear from this exploration, that I hold white 

privilege in many ways. I can usually avoid being with people who mistrust me. I can own or rent 

in an area I can afford and expect that my neighbours will be pleasant. I can see people of my 

colour on TV and in movies. When I am told about our national heritage, I am told that people of 

my colour made it -- although I don't now see that as a good thing, because people of my colour 

committed cultural and actual genocide and created a systemic racist system to perpetuate their 

control. How I see it doesn't, however, change the fact that my privilege results from that. 

 If I'm in a group, I can usually expect that I will be heard. I can usually shop safely. I will not 

be watched with disdain or to make sure I'm not stealing. My skin colour does not work against 

me in terms of financial stability. I can swear or wear second-hand clothes and not have that 

attributed to my colour. I can do well in a challenging situation without being called a credit to 

whites. I can criticize my government without being seen as a cultural outsider because of my 

colour. Nobody ever asks me to speak for the entire white population. 

 Usually if I talk to someone in charge, it's to a person 

of my colour. If I'm pulled over by a cop, I don't fear for my 

life. I can buy all sorts of stuff featuring my colour.  I can take 

a job with an affirmative action employer without people 

thinking I got it because of my colour. I don't have to 

consider my colour when asking for advice or looking at 

political, social or professional options.  I can get legal or 

medical help without my colour being a barrier or 

experiencing racist attacks. I don't have to experience 

rejection because of my colour. My leadership is not affected by my colour.  I have no trouble 

finding public accommodation, educational courses and institutions which cater to people of my 

colour. Figurative language and imagery reflects my colour. Band-Aids come in my flesh colour. 

My colour does not affect my ability to feel welcomed and normal in the usual walks of life.   

 All of these privileges listed here should belong to every person regardless of their colour, 

but they don't in our country. The lists above should make it clear that my colour, my white 

privilege, has protected me from a number of negative experiences that BIPOC people are 

exposed to daily.  The fact that BIPOC people have to worry about the racism they face daily in so 
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many different ways is unacceptable.  And what Canada has done and is still doing to the 

Indigenous people whose home this has been for thousands of years is unacceptable, as is the 

fact that racism against Indigenous people is an accepted social norm in this country.  Systemic 

racism, rooted in colonialism and bolstered by the government,  laws, courts, the RCMP, the 

police, the media, the education system, the censorship of the actual history of this country, and 

the Indian Act, has to be challenged, interrupted and ended.  

 White people who care can't just have good intentions; we have to act. And there are lots 

of ways in which we can act to make BIPOC lives better. We can, as 

Tiffany Turner-Allen tells us, "speak out -- not just in public, but also 

in private, when you have something to lose and nothing to gain."
2
 

We can, for example, speak up when a white person is served ahead 

of a BIPOC person or a BIPOC person is being watched so carefully in 

a store by employees. We can choose to support BIPOC shops and 

services instead of white corporations.  We can get involved rather 

than standing back. 

  We can get to know, develop friendships  and share activities 

with different Black, Indigenous or other People of Colouƌ ďeǇoŶd just ďeiŶg ͚allies’ foƌ pƌotests oƌ 
community meetings.  That's important.  We can also find out what different BIPOC organizations, 

like Black Lives Matter, would like us to do to support them and then do it. We can find out how 

to support Indigenous people in terms of, for example, land claims, pipeline fights, police, 

healthcare, and water rights, follow through with that support and help with funding.  We can pay 

for services of BIPOC people rather than expecting them to volunteer. We can speak up and 

interrupt if we see or hear of the police or individuals hassling BIPOC people. We can demand 

action on systemic racism rather than just words from our governments. We can join BIPOC in 

solidarity, marching, writing articles and emails, and calling our MPs and MLAs.   

 As queers, we know that this kind of public 

pressure works to make change happen, legally and 

socially.  And, as queers, we can work to end racism in our 

own community. We can work to change systemic racism 

and undo colonization whenever and wherever we find it. 

When we do not stand up against injustice and instead 

rest in our white privilege, we are culpable.  

 I can't speak to the pain of Black, Indigenous and 

People of Colour obviously, but I can do what I can to 

interrupt and challenge systemic and individual racism.  I 

am an immigrant to this country, but if I don't work to end 

the racism I see here, I am as culpable as the creators of it. 

________________________________ 
 

1. McIntosh, P.,  White Privilege: Unpacking the Invisible Knapsack. 1987. Seed, Wellesley centres for Women. 

nationalseedproject.org.  

2. Turner-Allen, T. , A Call to Check Unchecked White Rage—Now. Feb 19, 2021  https://nonprofitquarterly.org/a-call-

to-check-unchecked-white-rage-now/ 

 

 

 

 

 SPEAK UP! 

CHALLENGE!     INTERRUPT! 
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A QUEER BLACK VOICE 
Robert A Jones' The Prophets  

Review by Don Orr Martin 

 

 For several years I have been following a blogger who 

Đalls hiŵself “oŶ of BaldǁiŶ. I doŶ’t ƌeŵeŵďeƌ Ŷoǁ hoǁ I 
discovered him, but I was instantly drawn to his blog having 

been a fan of James Baldwin since the 1960s in high school. 

The ďloggeƌ’s Ŷaŵe is ‘oďeƌt JoŶes, Jƌ. He saǇs that as a 
student, discovering James Baldwin was a revelation for him. 

Novelist, essayist, playwright James Baldwin was a prominent 

Black activist during my youth and the first gay Black writer I 

eǀeƌ ƌead. “oŶ of BaldǁiŶ is a liteƌaƌǇ desĐeŶdaŶt of Jaŵes BaldǁiŶ’s Ƌueeƌ BlaĐk peƌspeĐtiǀe. He 
speaks out for Black lives and Black queers with a progressive voice. Jones calls his Son of Baldwin 

Facebook page a social justice community.  

 “oŶ of BaldǁiŶ ŵaǇ ďe the ŵost ĐoŶsĐieŶtious ǁƌiteƌ I’ǀe eŶĐouŶteƌed oŶ soĐial ŵedia. He 
is a passioŶate ĐoŵŵeŶtatoƌ ǁho is ǁilliŶg to adŵit ǁheŶ he’s ǁƌoŶg aŶd to ďe ĐoƌƌeĐted. He 
always warns readers about disturbing content when he posts about regular acts of violence 

against Black and Trans persons. When he posts images, Son of Baldwin always describes them in 

text for his fans who are blind and rely on text readers. And I see him as a feminist. He rails 

agaiŶst patƌiaƌĐhǇ. It ǁas “oŶ of BaldǁiŶ ǁho iŶtƌoduĐed ŵe to the teƌŵ ͚ŵisogǇŶoiƌ’—hateful 

attitudes faced by Black women and Black Trans women. Robert Jones Jr. has a way with words. 

 So it was with great anticipation that I read The Prophets, JoŶes’s 
first novel, published this year (2021). He is 50 years old and has been 

working on this book for fourteen years. It takes place on a slave 

plantation in Mississippi in the early 1800s. The Prophets is breath-taking 

in its lyricism, yet it is not an easy book to read. Jones examines the 

brutality of slavery on the body, the spirit, and the community. Each 

chapter focuses on one person who has their own style of speaking, 

whether slave or oppressor or ancestor. Have you ever had the 

experience of reading a perfectly crafted sentence and stopping 

momentarily to admire its profound beauty? This happened to me many 

tiŵes as I ƌead JoŶes’s ǁoƌds. ;I also ƌeĐoŵŵeŶd the audioďook ǁhiĐh 
really brings the story alive; talented narrator Karen Chilton renders 

JoŶes’s ǁoƌds as ŵusiĐ.Ϳ  
 Among the authors Jones admires most is Toni Morrison, whom he seems to be 

channeling at times in his novel. He credits her with inspiring him to write The Prophets when she 

said: ͞If theƌe’s a ďook that Ǉou ǁaŶt to ƌead ďut it hasŶ’t ďeeŶ ǁƌitteŶ Ǉet, theŶ Ǉou ŵust ǁƌite 
it.͟ JoŶes Đould fiŶd ǀeƌǇ feǁ ƌepƌeseŶtatioŶs of gaǇ BlaĐk ƌelatioŶships iŶ liteƌatuƌe ďefoƌe 
Baldwin and just one or two from pre-colonial Africa recounted from oral tradition. This is not 

because gaǇ BlaĐk ƌelatioŶships didŶ’t eǆist, ďut ďeĐause theǇ ǁeƌe stigŵatized aŶd suppƌessed. 
TheǇ ǁeƌeŶ’t alloǁed to ďe aĐkŶoǁledged, ǁƌitteŶ aďout, oƌ puďlished.  
 The central story in The Prophets is about Samuel and Isaiah, enslaved lovers. Part of their 

forced labour is to tend the horses, and they live in the barn away from the other slaves. But they 

find sanctuary there. Samuel smolders. Isaiah nurtures. Maggie, Essie, Be Auntie, Puah, and 

Sarah—the Black women characters in the story—carry the narrative forward and are the 

Robert Jones  

                         Son of Baldwin 
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backbone and soul of plantation existence. They are different ages and 

temperaments, but each has endured a lifetime of abuse by men. 

TheǇ adŵiƌe, oƌ at least toleƌate, “aŵuel aŶd Isaiah’s uŶhiddeŶ 
attachment to each other.  

 Amos, an older slave, tries to curry favour with the plantation 

owner and asks permission to preach the gospel. It was Amos who 

Đaƌƌied the iŶfaŶt Isaiah, ƌipped fƌoŵ his ŵotheƌ’s aƌŵs, as the 
wagonful of human chattel was transported in chains to Empty (the 

Ŷaŵe the slaǀes haǀe giǀeŶ the plaŶtatioŶͿ. Aŵos ǁatĐhed Isaiah’s 
relationship with Samuel develop and grow. Now it threatens a particularly horrendous aspect of 

slavery—how people were treated as livestock and bred to produce the next generation of slave 

laďouƌ. Aŵos feels Đoŵpelled to ĐhaŶge “aŵuel aŶd Isaiah’s seǆualitǇ. His pƌeaĐhiŶg dƌiǀes a 
wedge between the lovers and the other slaves. 

 Jones weaves in a second story thread—the lives of ancestors Elewa and Kosii, male lovers 

celebrated in their matriarchal village in pre-colonial Africa. They are betrayed by the same 

supremacist religion that unravels the lives of Samuel and Isaiah. Its missionaries destroy their 

world and rationalize the slave trade, then later absolve it. The Ancestors cast long shadows 

across the pages of this book.  

 The roots of racism, misogyny, and homophobia intertwine. None can be eliminated 

without a deep weeding-out of all three. In the 1980s James Baldwin said that the gay movement 

was really about White people who lost their White privilege petitioning to get it back; that White 

gay people are still about their Whiteness. Forty years later, I doubt that Son of Baldwin would 

disagree. Jones says he is tired of hearing frequent conversations about why Black people are so 

homophobic, but very few about why White gay people are so racist. His blog is a testament to 

the need to change the conversation. 

 In a 2014 interview about Son of Baldwin, Jones said that people of all races and creeds 

have to give up their addiction to Whiteness, and 

people of all genders and sexualities have to give 

up their addiction to narrow-minded views of 

masculinity, femininity, gender identity, and sex. 

The problem, he said, is convincing people to give 

up the things that define their current comforts. 

He asks people to be willing to be uncomfortable 

iŶ oƌdeƌ to ĐhaŶge. JoŶes’s dƌeaŵ foƌ his “oŶ of 
Baldwin blog is that it serves as a place to have 

those uncomfortable conversations about social 

justice issues without dehumanizing one another.  

 I’ǀe ďeeŶ folloǁiŶg JoŶes, the Ŷoǀelist, thƌough ǀaƌious iŶteƌǀieǁs as he does a ǀiƌtual 
book tour. I even attended a live Zoom event with him at the New York Public Library. What an 

experience—in a time of Covid isolation to be online in real time with this charming author. The 

Prophets is receiving well-deserved attention and praise. It is a significant contribution to queer 

Black literature and queer Black history.  

 

Jones, R. 2021. The Prophets.  Putnam, Penguin Random House. 
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MY STORY AS A HAIDA 
Annie Dan 

 

 Ok, I got the call from the specialist office and my 

appoiŶtŵeŶt is ďooked.  I’ŵ to ďe at the offiĐe at ϳ:ϯϬ aŵ oŶ 
ThuƌsdaǇ.  It’s so eaƌlǇ ďut ďetteƌ thaŶ haǀiŶg to ǁait as I haǀe 
ǁhat is Đalled ͞ǁhite Đoat sǇŶdƌoŵe͟.  I get aŶǆietǇ aŶd ŵǇ ďlood 
pressure goes way up waiting to see the doctor.  I even have it 

every time I see my doctor, and I like her. 

 It’s ThuƌsdaǇ ŵorning; I arrive at 7:15 am, and it is too 

eaƌlǇ to ĐheĐk iŶ. AppaƌeŶtlǇ, the assistaŶt doesŶ’t get iŶ uŶtil ϴ aŵ.  DaŵŶ, ďeĐause of Đoǀid-19 

theƌe isŶ’t aŶǇ ǁheƌe to go, so I sit aŶd ǁait tƌǇiŶg to ĐoŶtƌol ŵǇ aŶǆietǇ. FiŶallǇ, I get the Đall to 
the back aŶd ĐhaŶge foƌ the pƌoĐeduƌe.  I’ŵ ƌeallǇ aŶǆious aŶd ŵǇ ďlood pƌessuƌe shoǁs it. The 
assistant is really nice, and she talks to me to help calm me down.  I meet the student, and he is 

also ŶiĐe. Noǁ just ǁaitiŶg foƌ the speĐialist. Tiŵe is goiŶg sloǁlǇ. I’ve been waiting for an hour 

now. 

 Yes, in walks the specialist and does his spiel about risk factors, and I 

agƌee to haǀe the pƌoĐeduƌe doŶe. It oŶlǇ takes aďout ϮϬ ŵiŶutes.  I thiŶk I’ŵ 
home free, and everything has gone well. Unfortunately for me, the specialist 

leans in close to me and whispers, "no drinking for 24 hours". 

 I’ŵ ƌeallǇ upset. His assistaŶts didŶ’t heaƌ hiŵ, aŶd that ǁas his 
intention.  I was so hurt and disappointed and upset as this was unbelievable 

to me. Like, really, for the past 2 weeks in the news there was all the talk of 

the game that was being played in emergency rooms:  "The Price is Right", 

where the staff tried to guess the alcohol levels of Indigenous people who go 

to the hospital for help.  Micro aggression is death by a thousand cuts.  Unfortunately,  this 

happens often.  I am very lucky that I have found a primary doctor who is kind and willing to help 

me in any way that she can.  Now, I will be asking for a different specialist,  and I am going to 

report him.  Will it do aŶǇ good? Afteƌ all it’s ŵǇ ǁoƌd agaiŶst his, aŶd ŵaǇďe I ŵisuŶdeƌstood 
him.  Not! 

 I went home and cried. I was so mad. Why, in 2020  we still have to deal with this is 

beyond me.  That is systemic racism, and it seems to me that it will be around for my life span. 

CaŶ I do eŶough to tƌǇ aŶd ĐhaŶge thiŶgs? Is theƌe aŶǇ hope? ‘ight Ŷoǁ I’d saǇ theƌe is Ŷo hope 
for me. It's maddening and frustrating . . . but I will not give up.  Help stop bullying/racism when 

you see it or think it might be. Just call people out on their comments.  It's possible to do it nicely. 

_____________________________ 

 

I am a Haida who is honoured, privileged and 

thankful to be living on the Coast Salish 

Territories. 

SpecificallǇ theǆʷməθkʷəǇ əm (Musqueam), 

Skwxwú7mesh Úxwumixw (Squamish Nation) 

and Səl   l ətaʔ (Tsleil-Waututh) nations. 
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RACISM IN THE QUEER MOVEMENT. 
An Interview with Lee (pronouns they/them) 

Ellen Woodsworth 

 

 Lee is a teacher and an activist with three decades of 

activism around anti oppression work in a variety of 

communities.  

 

Ellen: Could you tell me something about yourself:  

Lee: I am a third-generation settler of Chinese heritage. 

My history on unceeded coast Salish territory goes back 

to when my grandfather came to Canada and paid the 

head tax. We were settlers on unceded indigenous 

territory. I believe that systemic oppression without 

healing of the traumas has an intergenerational effect.  It 

can get passed on to other generations coping with or 

sileŶĐiŶg faŵilǇ histoƌǇ. I didŶ’t fiŶd out aďout ŵǇ faŵilǇ paǇiŶg the head taǆ uŶtil ŵǇ adulthood. I 
think that is partly because of the pain of systemic racist immigration policies.   

 In terms of the experience of systemic racism, it is layered because you are steeped in the 

layers of a colonialist culture, that I call white supremacy culture, it is literally the air you breathe 

and the mechanisms and the infrastructure that you deal with. It may take some time before one 

is able to see the forest for the trees. It has been a lifelong process in our family, not talking about 

racism. Racism has had its impact -- oŶe that I didŶ’t ĐoŵpletelǇ uŶdeƌstaŶd. I haǀe seeŶ ƌaĐisŵ 
my whole life, having been spat at as a Đhild aŶd haǀiŶg ďeeƌ ďottles thƌoǁŶ at ŵe.  It ǁasŶ’t 
talked aďout iŶ aŶǇ of ŵǇ sĐhooliŶg. I see the diffeƌeŶĐe Ŷoǁ as a teaĐheƌ. WheŶ Ǉou doŶ’t haǀe 
laŶguage foƌ it, hoǁ do Ǉou talk aďout that eǆpeƌieŶĐe? MǇ stoƌǇ ǁasŶ’t ƌefleĐted out theƌe ǁheŶ 
I was growing up. Who gets centred in the media? Cis people, straight people, white people, 

wealthy people, are the people who are seen in the media and in history.  

 

 Ellen: What has changed?  

Lee: Today there is so much decolonizing happening at a personal aŶd at a sǇsteŵiĐ leǀel. I didŶ’t 
grow up knowing about residential schools. It is an ongoing and an almost daily activity to 

decolonize. It is a deliberate act. Angela Davis says you are either anti-racist or you are racist. 

There is no non-racist. You make a decision. I have chosen to be an educator and an activist. Since 

COVID 19 began, Anti-Asian Racism has gone up 890%. Like the Black Lives Matter movement 

says, violence has been happening forever, though much more to the black and indigenous 

people. Now there is media reporting of racism, with videos and conversations; there is a 

community to talk to about these things, and there is the decolonization movement.  

 

Ellen: Could you talk about racism in the Queer movement?  

Lee: I will start with specifiĐ issues of hoǁ the Ƌueeƌ ĐoŵŵuŶitǇ does aŶd doesŶ’t deal ǁith 
systemic racism to address white supremacy. I will talk about how the community deals with the 

Powell Street Festival which is a very inclusive 40-year-old Japanese Canadian festival. It came 

Ellen and Lee 

7 



together post Japanese Canadian 

internment after World War II, 

reclaiming a neighbourhood that 

Japanese people were displaced 

from. It is not a queer specific 

festival, but it has always been 

queer positive, and queers are part 

of the organizing. It is always held 

on the August long weekend. It is 

multi aged and disability 

accessible. What I love is that it is 

at the heart of the Downtown Eastside, the ground zero of poverty and the poorest postal code in 

CaŶada. Yet, ǁheŶ the festiǀal Đoŵes eǀeƌǇ Ǉeaƌ, it doesŶ’t seek to displaĐe the loĐal ƌesideŶts. It 
is very inclusive. I think this festival is the beacon of what festivals should aspire to be. The 

organizers listen to the community, and if the community says there is work to be done, they do 

the work.   

 I see this as a direct contrast to the Vancouver Pride Festival which changed the date from 

the holiday Monday of the BC long weekend to the Sunday. At that point, there was a lot of 

feedback from the BIPOC or Asian community saying we have the Powell St. festival on this 

ǁeekeŶd, so let’s keep Pƌide oŶ the MoŶdaǇ, ďut the oƌgaŶizeƌs didŶ’t listeŶ. I ƌeŵeŵďeƌ ǁƌitiŶg 
letters about that in Xtra West, but I never got a response. This is an example of systemic racism 

when white supremist queer organizations do not even give a response to community members. 

Pride has become very corporate: it is white, gay, cis male American dollars that come up to 

Vancouver and partake in the pride festival. Who is being centred iŶ that eǆpeƌieŶĐe? It isŶ’t 
facing its racists roots. 

 A few years ago, at the Stonewall Festival on Commercial Drive, I approached the all-white 

Dyke March table to have a conversation about the Powell Street Festival being on the same 

weekend as the DǇke aŶd Pƌide MaƌĐhes. I said ͞Did Ǉou kŶoǁ ǁe used to haǀe a LGBTQ ŵaƌĐh 
aŶd a festiǀal  JuŶe Ϯϱ/Ϯϲ oŶ CoŵŵeƌĐial Dƌiǀe iŶ the ϵϬ’s? What do Ǉou thiŶk aďout ŵoǀiŶg ďaĐk 
to that daǇ ǁhiĐh Đoŵŵeŵoƌates aŶ aĐtual eǀeŶt?͟ The ƌespoŶse ǁas, ǁell, it ǁas too late for 

this Ǉeaƌ. TheŶ I asked, ͞do Ǉou kŶoǁ aďout the Poǁell “tƌeet Festiǀal?" The ĐooƌdiŶatoƌ did. I 
said, ͞people of Đolouƌ haǀe to Đhoose ďetǁeeŶ tǁo ĐoŵŵuŶities. You ǁould Ŷeǀeƌ put the dǇke 
march on the same day as the Pride Festival; why would you do that to people of Đolouƌ ͞?  I 
asked the CooƌdiŶatoƌ ͞did Ǉou kŶoǁ aďout the Pƌide Festiǀal ďeiŶg held the saŵe tiŵe as the 
Poǁell “tƌeet Festiǀal,͟ aŶd she said, ͞ǁell Ǉes, soŵeďodǇ aĐtuallǇ ǁƌote aďout it last Ǉeaƌ afteƌ 
last Ǉeaƌ’s ŵaƌĐh͟. I said, ͞so you have actually had a year to make a different plan if you wanted 

to, so ŵǇ talkiŶg to Ǉou isŶ’t aĐtuallǇ the fiƌst tiŵe Ǉou haǀe heaƌd this.͟   
 They had had an opportunity for a whole year to change that. They had an opportunity to 

engage people, be anti-racist and address white supremacist culture. I spoke to other members of 

my community about this, but this is exactly the same response they got from Pride Society. I was 

not the only one. I was one of many. Lots of people have spoken out. IBPOC community requests 

do not get any actual, active listening, respect, and action. So, the Pride and the Dyke March are 

not my festivals. Powell Street is my festival. I choose to be in places that are inclusive.  

 

Ellen: Are there other issues you want to talk about?   

Lee: I would also like to talk about the Black Lives Matter Movement and policing. I would like to 
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talk about how members of Black communities feel unsafe and 

targeted by police.  It is a statistical fact across North America.  Yet 

there is no cohesion and solidarity expressed by the queer 

mainstream. I don't believe there is the kind of leadership that we 

need, though there is beginning to be more in 2020. Leadership 

means listening, taking advice, feedback, and wisdom from those 

who have queer identities and have the lived IBPOC experience of 

homophobia and transphobia. They are not two separate issues. 

The queer movement lacks an intersectional analysis. The queer 

movement is enjoying white privilege and not challenging it. White 

privilege is like any other division, like class, assigned genders at birth and patriarchy.  

 I think that doing anti-racism and decolonizing work requires reflection, courage, and 

humility. As someone who is continuing to learn and is on my own journey, sometimes I find it is 

fun when you have community, and sometimes it is just work. Are people willing to work?  When 

you build a community, joy comes out of that, so the question is whether people want to 

experience the benefits that come out of an incredible cross section of diversity and 

understanding of different experiences.  You must be willing to acknowledge that there is a 

problem with racism. What do you do to perpetuate that racism, and how do you change?  

 I benefit from being a settler on unceded territories. I experience racism as an Asian but 

not as a settler. Generally, as an Asian person walking down the street, I am not worried about 

being targeted by police violence, so I believe I have an obligation to speak up for people and to 

stand in solidarity with people who have experience with police brutality, particularly Black and 

Indigenous people. I have conversations with my colleagues and in my union to talk about how 

we must stand in solidarity with Black and IŶdigeŶous people iŶ ouƌ sĐhools, if theǇ saǇ theǇ doŶ’t 
want armed police officers in the schools. What we need are more mental health supports and 

culturally appropriate resources, and we need small class sizes. If there is violence, we want the 

police to respond to that, but in my twenty years of working in the schools there have been very 

few violent incidences. We, as non-Black and Indigenous queer people, need to be listening to 

BIPOC people. 

 People need to reflect on their own personal social location. The intersections of gender, 

race, class, sexual orientation, gender identity, ableism, language, and social location require a 

lens that acknowledges that there is a lack of equity. We are complicit in upholding this, if we 

doŶ’t do aŶǇthiŶg to try to change those structures.  Decentre and listen to IBPOC people.  I have 

seeŶ a lot of peƌfoƌŵaŶĐe, aŶd ǁhile ĐoŶǀeǇiŶg aŶd ĐoŵŵuŶiĐatiŶg oŶe’s leaƌŶiŶg is aŶ iŵpoƌtaŶt 
thiŶg, it is a tiŵe foƌ ǁhites to listeŶ. OŶ FaĐeďook, people put ͞I do this aǁesoŵe thiŶg͟.  AŶti-
ƌaĐisŵ aŶd deĐoloŶiziŶg ǁoƌk shouldŶ’t ďe foƌ aŶ audieŶĐe to like. White people ǁho ǁaŶt to do 

anti-racist work need to talk about things, listen and take time.  Asking the 

ƋuestioŶs aďout ͞ǁhat I aŵ doiŶg iŶ ŵǇ ĐoŵŵuŶitǇ͟ is gƌuŶt ǁoƌk not just a 

peƌfoƌŵaŶĐe. White people aƌe saǇiŶg to ŵe ͞this is ƌeallǇ eǆhaustiŶg,͟ aŶd I 
saǇ to theŵ ͞iŵagiŶe eǆpeƌieŶĐiŶg this all the tiŵe, hoǁ eǆhaustiŶg that is!"  
 The Robin DeAngelo book on White Fragility talks about how there is a 

tendency for white people to uphold the racist narrative and protect each 

other. The teamwork of unlearning and decolonizing requires an affinity group 

where you read, work, reflect and learn what one does and what one needs to 

do. Read Angela Davis, Audre Lorde, and the Hua Foundation. Roll up your 

sleeves and make a commitment to have the conversations that are difficult.  When 

you ask BIPOC people to tell you about their experience, it is painful labour for them. Why is it 
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lways BIPOC people having to take white supremacy into account, for example, challenging the 

leader of the Dyke or Pride Marches. When will white people make queer leadership account for 

those decisions? 

 

Ellen: Do you have any final comments?  

Lee: I think this work is a commitment we take as a commitment to what we love. When 

grounded from a place of love, I think that your motivation changes. When you want equity, when 

you want justice, you want people to not experience violence because of the colour of their skin.  

͞We aƌe Ŷot fƌee uŶtil eǀeƌǇoŶe is fƌee͟. WheŶ that ŵatteƌs, that is the thiŶg ƌight theƌe. We 
know that white supremacy culture and racism is out there and keeps showing up; our 

institutions are embedded in it.   

 What is each person reading this willing to do to decolonize a structure? It might just be in 

meetings. In our union meetings we use Robert's Rules of Order, and this is a small thing, but 

colonial structures are deeply embedded in everything we do, and it's actually not the way it has 

to be. How are meetings structured? Whose voice is elevated? Who continues to get funded to 

get their voice elevated?   

 Decolonizing and anti-racism work is what I want all our structures committed to. This is 

why we are here. 

_______________ 

 Books, movies, people, courses recommended about white supremacy/racism: 

 HUA Foundation website: 

https://solidarities.huafoundation.org/historyof/?fbclid=IwAR0EBtJTodUxVXtk34cQOv1cYZVQHaywANkag

XuOahnAH2ws5qOgjSVv0tQ  a good  example of an anti-racism resource that addresses white supremacist 

culture and looks at land acknowledgement and decolonizing. 

____________________________________________________________________ 

POISONED BY RACISM 
River Glen 

 

 It is 2020  as I write this, and I am 

67 years old.  Finally, the Black Lives 

Matter movement, which has existed for 

years, is now all over the news and on the 

streets.  Every other day, police brutality 

and murder are condemned on the news. 

My own urban neighbourhood 

perennially features homeless First 

Nations people living their lives on the 

sidewalk. I am trying to learn. I now know 

the definitions of White Privilege and 

fragility. I see being anti-racist is not just feeling it and saying it, but putting the words in to action. 

I do want to make room in my life for this work and new relationships. I have hope because my 

own life has already been a journey from being raised in a racist family in Los Angeles to now 

having grandkids of colour here in Canada. I also have the scars that racism, over my lifetime, has 

left me with. I'll lay out some of the poisoning and some of the cures that have been part of my 

experience. 
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 The first and only encounter I had in childhood with Black people was at the stable where 

my mom rented and rode horses once or twice a week. The stable had a clubhouse, and the cook 

prepared the owner, Peg Dupey's, meals, sold sandwiches and catered dinners. The cook was an 

older Black woman with a bandana and apron who was always busy cooking and cleaning. Her 

husband was the stable groom. I can remember being 3 or 4 years old, and he bent over to greet 

me when we were introduced, his dark skin weathered, his eyes red rimmed, his clothes dusty 

and old , his voice deep, warm and gentle. He lifted me up on to the horse and led me around the 

exercise ring. When he lifted me down and we were walking away, my mother said he and his 

wife, Sugar, "were the good kind of  Negroes, very respectful". The racism embedded in that 

comment still echoes today. 

 Even worse, as a child I lived day in and day out listening to my father's hatred especially 

of Black people, but really, he was an equal opportunity provider of hate for pretty much all 

people of colour. I heard every ugly descriptor word, stereotyping and accusation I think were 

ever invented. He even hated the Jews even though Mom was of Jewish origin. Since we lived in a 

segregated neighbourhood, and my father had no actual personal exposure to BIPOC people at 

work or socially, I managed not to witness a Black person treated badly by him during my early 

years, but then this happened. 

  It was August 1965. I was 11 years old. My racist father, a couple of his friends and a 

couple more neighbour men were in our living room cleaning their guns 

and talking with bravado, fear and hate. The Watt’s riots played out on 

the TV in the background taking place not that far from where we 

lived in LA. I was used to the hateful talk, but this was intense, and 

the novelty of having so many guests in our home made me very 

curious and rather captivated by the drama. Eventually, the drinking 

and chest thumping stopped. The sun sank, the other men headed off 

to their suppers, and that was the extent of it. The riots ended, but the 

effect of the civil rights movement played out on television for years along with the 

assassinations, the Cold War, Vietnam, and the economic gap between the rich and the poor, all 

of this frying my brain just as I entered adolescence, so I was ripe to start pushing back against all 

the injustices.  

 I was sent to a private school ten miles away that was, among other things, supposed to 

shield me from the diversity creeping into our white, working-class neighbourhood. An example 

of the climate of the times was the white people's attitudes when a girl in the high school was 

assaulted: the nuns were freaked out, and I remember Sister Patricia Ann telling us it must have 

been Black Muslims or Black Panthers that did it. The never-proven allegation was something I 

remember, so my classmates probably stored that idea somewhere in their heads as well. It was 

pretty normal scapegoating for those times. Along with that came lessons in school about 

Indigenous people, the "Indians," and how great the Spanish missions were for them.  That kind 

of "education" wasn't helped by The Lone Ranger and westerns that presented the dominant 

culture's views. 

 The next year, I was in grade 9 at the all girls school, and we had a dance with an all boys 

school. A Japanese boy asked me to dance, and at the end asked if I would go to his school’s 

dance the following month. I told my parents I wanted to go, and after grilling me on who he was, 

they launched into a tirade about how the "Japs" bombed Pearl Harbour plus every racial slur 

they had learned during the war years. So, no, I didn't go to the dance, and, yes, I was increasingly 

disgusting by the family in charge of my life. 
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 Another racist thing my father did when I 

was in high school crushed my heart some more. 

It was around the time when he gave me his copy 

of Mein Kampf to read, trying to bring me into 

the fold. I wasn’t under any illusion he was 

mellowing with time during this stage of my life; 

in fact I could see his racism just got worse with 

time. I had switched schools back to my 

neighbourhood public school by then, so in my 

last year of high school 1970-71, Black kids were 

bused, and my school was finally integrated. I was totally rebellious and alienated from my 

family’s values and the injustice abounding in the society around me, yet not yet so jaded that 

they couldn't still hurt me.  

 I was enamoured by a lovely girl with whom I took a chance and so brought her home. Ah, 

sweet Geraldine. Her father was a university music professor and jazz musician, Black, and her 

mom was Latina. Gorgeous in my eyes, she was sweet, smart and fun to be around. My father, 

with his grade 8 education, pounced in all his ugliness and inhumanity, making her feel totally 

unwelcome. I tried to tell her how sorry I was, but while we were still friendly at school, I think 

she had shared her experience with her parents, so neither of us could bring the other home. 

There really were too many times to relate here where I witnessed injustice and the ugliness of 

racism in my family and in the society in which I grew up. One of the effects it had on me was 

judging myself negatively. If Black people were ugly then I couldn't help looking in the mirror 

thinking my own nose was too big, my hair not blond enough, my looks not wasp enough. I am 

sorry to say this preoccupation with the outside presentation left me walking around most of my 

life with bad self-esteem. If it left me feeling that, then really how terrible it must be for Black girls 

only seeing white beauty exalted. I am so glad that is changing more and more today. 

 I'm grateful for the fact that there were some "cures" in my childhood to this never ending 

racism of my father's. My grandmother introduced me positively and enthusiastically to Chinese 

culture before she died. That was actually the beginning of 

my appreciation of other cultures. My mother, who was 

more afraid than full of hate as my father was, also 

introduced me to her Jewish heritage, despite my 

father's attitude. Among other things, she talked to me, 

took me to Jewish delis and taught me how horrible the 

Holocaust was. There was also a Mexican family across 

the street, and I grew up playing with the kids, and we all 

loved Mexican food and music. Something else I have 

always seen as important to making me "me" was seeing 

the movie musical "South Pacific" twice by the time I was 

6 years old, and we owned a copy of the record. I actually 

understood the song when I sang along to "You've got to 

be Carefully Taught" and was moved by the statement 

about racism the movie made. It really did plant an anti-

racism seed in me. And then, by puberty, I  found the 

counter-culture, and after that, I found queer culture 

which intersected with minority civil rights, feminism and 

environmental appreciation opening a series of doors to 
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higher consciousness.  

  My father lived to be ninety. I made sure he never hurt my child, and I made sure our 

visits were brief and infrequent over the years. In my adult years, I worked in a Black 

neighbourhood, had friends and dated people from different backgrounds.  I titled this piece 

"Poisoned By Racism" because that's what I feel happened to me.  However,  I do  know that with 

my white privilege, my exposure to racism is nothing like experiencing it as a person of colour  

even though it hurt me badly even while it educated me to fight it. It made me want to be better 

than the society that tried to form me. Inequality and injustice continues to infuriate me, but they 

also motivate me to help change the ugliness in the world. 

____________________________________________________________________ 

 

BOUND FOR THE PROMISED LAND: HARRIET 

TUBMAN: PORTRAIT OF AN AMERICAN HERO   
by Kate Clifford Larson 

Review by Lorri Rudland 

 

 ͞The seedpods of the sweet gum tree, common in the 

forests of the eastern shore of Maryland, are large, round, and 

Đoǀeƌed ǁith spiŶǇ, pƌiĐklǇ ďuƌƌs.͟1
  Prickly burrs that could 

pierce the feet were only one obstacle encountered by a 

runaway slave, often barefoot, in her or his break for freedom. 

Slave owners, and slave catchers, on horseback, with guns, 

knives, whips and dogs were another obstacle. After her 

successful escape as a runaway slave, Harriet Tubman made 

approximately thirteen round trips from the north to the eastern 

shore of Maryland in the years 1849 – 1860, guiding about 70 

former slaves, including family members, to freedom. She gave 

instructions to about 50 more slaves on how to find the 

underground-railroad.  This railroad was operated by white Quaker and abolitionist support, but 

most importantly, by the African American Community which, from Maryland to Delaware, 

Pennsylvania, New York, New England, and Canada, provided protection, food, and information 

throughout the perilous journey.  

 Kate Cliffoƌd LaƌsoŶ pƌoǀides a ǀiǀid piĐtuƌe of Haƌƌiet TuďŵaŶ’s life as a slaǀe - beaten, 

whipped, hired out here and there, and separated from her family. As a runaway, Tubman faces 

terrible odds against her, which she meets with determination and heroism. She then becomes a 

conductor on the underground-railroad. Using original sources, Larson pieces together 

information that had never been accessible before. While many people have a bit of knowledge 

aďout TuďŵaŶ’s heƌoisŵ oŶ the uŶdeƌgƌouŶd-railroad, most do not know that Tubman worked in 

the service of the Union Army during the Civil War in her continued bid to end slavery. She held 

many positions, nurse, cook, laundress and spy, and is credited with being the first woman to lead 

an armed expedition in the War. In 1863, she led 300 men in two steam-driven gunboats down a 

South Carolina River to successfully disperse stations of confederate gunners and rescue and 

transport hundreds of plantation slaves.  After the war, in the north, she worked to help the 

destitute and supported civil rights causes until her death. She had many friendships with 

northern abolitionists, but also encountered racism and sexism in her civil rights work.  
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Harriet (Minty) made her first bid for freedom with her two brothers 

who became too afraid of the whip or worse if they were captured, 

and turned back, pulling a reluctant Harriet with them.   

 

 LoŶg afteƌ TuďŵaŶ’s death, the pƌesideŶt of the NatioŶal AŵeƌiĐaŶ Woman Suffrage 

Association, from 1900-1904, and 1915-1920, Carrie Chapman Catt, wrote in a letter that Tubman 

Đould ͞Ŷot haǀe ďeeŶ iŶteƌested oƌ thought ŵuĐh of ǁoŵeŶ’s ƌights aŶd she ĐeƌtaiŶlǇ ǁould Ŷot 
haǀe ďeeŶ iŶteƌested iŶ the suffƌage.͟2

 On the contrary, 

TuďŵaŶ ǁas aŶ aƌdeŶt suppoƌteƌ of ǁoŵeŶ’s ƌight to 
ǀote aŶd ǁoŵeŶ’s eƋualitǇ. Thƌoughout the ϭϴϴϬ’s, up to 
the eaƌlǇ ϭϵϬϬ’s, she atteŶded aŶd spoke at ǁoŵeŶ’s 
suffrage meetings, despite the movement being taken 

over by middle class white women with increasingly racist 

attitudes. Black women, feeling unwelcome in the white 

suffrage movement, formed their own organizations, at 

which Tubman was a featured speaker.   

 Larson has written a good biography, well-

researched and well written, about the life of an 

extraordinary human being, committed and courageous, 

Harriet Tubman, 1822 – 1913.  

 

 

1, 2. Larson, K.C. 2004. Bound For the Promised Land Harriet Tubman Portrait of an American Hero. 

 Ballantine Books, The Random House Publishing Group. Pp xiii and 192 

 

____________________________________________________________________ 
 

AND SPEAKING OF SUFFRAGE . . .  

Lorri Rudland 

Although all women received the right to vote in 1920 and Black men in 1869, the individual 

States of the U.S. used voter suppression laws to prevent many Black adults from voting. And in 

the southern states, voter intimidation by the Ku Klux Klan and the threat of lynching prevented 

many more.  Although women had been voting for several years in California (1911), New York 

;ϭϵϭϳͿ, aŶd IlliŶois ;ϭϵϭϵͿ. it ǁasŶ’t uŶtil the Voting Rights Act (VRA) of 1965 that many Black 

people -  women and men - got registered to vote in any numbers.
1
  For example, in the state of 

Mississippi prior to the passage of the VRA, only 6.7 % of Black adults were registered to vote, 

whereas three years later with federal oversight to prevent Mississippi passing more voting 

suppression laws, the number of Blacks registered to vote rose to 59.4%
2
. Voter suppression laws 

are being passed at this time in all the American States controlled by the Republican Party - the 

laws are aimed at Black people and other people of colour.  

 

1. Jones, M.. For Black Women, the 19th Amendment didn't end their fight to vote. National Geographic. 

Aug, 2020 

2. Anderson, C. 2016 White Rage: The Unspoken Truth of our Racial Divide, Bloomsbury.  p.108 
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WHITE RAGE THE UNSPOKEN TRUTH OF OUR 

RACIAL DIVIDE by Carol Anderson.  

Review by Val Innes                         

 

 If you are going to read only one book about racism in 

the United States, make it this one. It should be required 

reading in the wake of the George Floyd murder and the rise 

of Black Lives Matter.  It is a gripping, factual and thoroughly 

sourced account of how white supremacist governments, 

courts, police and education have systemically, consistently 

and deliberately undermined racial equality and civil rights 

for Black people in the USA as a whole, but especially in the 

southern States.   

 Carol Anderson, Professor and Chair of African 

American Studies at Emory University, writing with clarity, 

grace and deliberation, delivers facts, backed by a full 99 

pages of sources, to make her case: it's a harrowing account 

of what white rage does, when faced with black achievement, to undermine any pretence of 

democracy.  As Newkirk from the Washington Post comments, "Anderson convincingly shows that 

AfƌiĐaŶ AŵeƌiĐaŶs’ eĐoŶoŵiĐ aŶd soĐial pƌogƌess has histoƌiĐallǇ, aŶd soŵetiŵes feƌoĐiouslǇ, 
been reversed"

1
.  I found it hard to read as it continually moved me to gut-wrenching anger as it 

spoke the truth with fact after sickening fact about the racial divide in the USA and how it has 

been maintained. Hard but immensely worthwhile. 

  It also made it clear to me why 74 million Americans voted in 2020 for an openly racist, 

white supremacist president. Anderson, as Newkirk further comments, presents a "sobering 

primer on the myriad ways African American resilience and triumph over enslavement, Jim Crow 

and intolerance have been relentlessly defied by the very institutions entrusted to uphold our 

democracy."
2  

Along the way, as you read White Rage, you'll learn facts about, for example, 

Lincoln, Johnson, Nixon, Reagan, various district and Supreme Court decisions and reasons behind 

the war on drugs along with American involvement in Nicaragua that will likely change your 

perception of them completely. It's a sordid, shameful and racist history.  

 Anderson added an afterword to her book in 2017 discussing how to "defuse the power of 

white rage" and move into "a future where the right to vote is unfettered by discriminatory 

restrictions that prevent millions of American citizens from having any say in their own 

government."
3
  Disenfranchisement of Black Americans has been one of the most powerful tools 

of White oppression of Black people since the Civil War. Anderson says now is the time to rethink 

America. "This is the moment now when all of us -- Black, White, Latino, Native American -- must 

step out of the shadow of white rage, deny its power, understand its unseemly  goals . . . and choose 

a different future."
4
  This book is a call to action, and it is compelling.  

 

1.   Pamela Newkirk. June 22, 2016. Is white rage driving our racial divide? - The Washington Post 

2, 3, 4.  Carol Anderson. 2016. White Rage The Unspoken Truth of Our Racial Divide. Bloomsbury. 
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TRIBUTE TO MATTHEW 
Sheila Gilhooly 

 

 Matthew was an Indigenous artist who 

sold his paintings on the corner of Hastings and  

Nanaimo. His spot was in front of the Royal 

Bank.  He used the small canvases sold at the 

dollaƌ stoƌe. WheŶ he ĐouldŶ’t get those he 
used the sides of cardboard boxes. Matthew 

grew up near Campbell River in Wei Wai Kum territory. His paintings are beautiful: ravens, eagles, 

fƌogs, ǁhales. I haǀe ŵaŶǇ of his paiŶtiŶgs, aĐƋuiƌed oǀeƌ the Ǉeaƌs. “oŵe I’ǀe giǀeŶ aǁaǇ as gifts. 
OŶe haŶgs iŶ ŵǇ faŵilǇ’s Đottage iŶ QueďeĐ. He told me once that the raven was his favourite 

because he was so smart. Matthew was always offering half price deals, partly out of need and 

partly out of low expectations. White people often treated him like a beggar, not the artist he 

was.  

 I ran into Matthew one day outside of Donald's Market. As we chatted he kept looking 

towards the door. When I asked if he was waiting for someone, he told me a guy on his way into 

the store had told him he was getting something from the hot food counter, and would bring him 

some.  And he would be right back. Matthew laughed sheepishly and lightly but his humiliation 

filled the aiƌ. He said, ͞I guess he ǁas just kiddiŶg, oƌ ŵaǇďe he foƌgot.͟ TƌǇiŶg to ŵiŶiŵize that 
sting, of knowing that this guy never had any intention of bringing him anything but grief. I felt 

such shame at what we white invaders continue to do to the people who own this land. Like the 

way that July 1 is celebrated as the day that Canada started to exist. This is a particular oblivion of 

white people to not get how insulting this is. We white folks need to know about our own 

shameful treatment of the Indigenous people who welcomed our ancestors and shared with them 

and helped them survive the Canadian winter. 

 But todaǇ I ǁas at Mattheǁ’s ŵeŵoƌial. 
 I happened to be at Hastings and Nanaimo this morning and I 

glaŶĐed at Mattheǁ’s ĐoƌŶeƌ, out of haďit ƌeallǇ. I hadŶ’t seeŶ 
Matthew there in a while, but I figured it was because of the virus. 

From a distance I could see there was something on the sidewalk in 

front of the bank. As I got closer, I could see it was a bottle with 

flowers in it. And my heart sank. It looked like a tribute, and it was 

Mattheǁ’s ĐoƌŶeƌ. That Đould oŶlǇ ŵeaŶ oŶe thiŶg. As I got Đloseƌ I 
could make out the photo taped to the concrete wall of the bank, and 

it was Matthew in the photo, smiling for the camera and holding one 

of his paintings. And there was a hand-written sign saying there would 

be a memorial in Pandora Park today. 

 “o I ǁeŶt to the paƌk at tǁo o’ĐloĐk. I fouŶd the gatheƌing by 

following the sound of a drum coming from behind the tennis courts, 

the wading pool, the off leash dog area and the lawn bowling lanes. There was a picnic table 

ladeŶ ǁith food, aŶd oŶ the ďeŶĐh of the taďle ǁeƌe fiǀe of Mattheǁ’s paiŶtiŶgs. 
 A more formal celebration of life had happened the night before at the Longhouse Church, 

a couple of blocks away. This park celebration was more of a neighbourhood tribute.   There were 

ŵaŶǇ of Mattheǁ’s faŵilǇ – his mother and three of his brothers, cousins, nieces and nephews - 
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and many friends. And there were many familiar faces, storekeepers and shoppers from along 

Hastings St. He was well loved. 

 It was a gathering with lots of food being passed around, people chatting in groups. I 

didŶ’t kŶoǁ aŶǇoŶe iŶ Mattheǁ’s faŵilǇ, ďut I felt ǁelĐoŵed. BaƌƌǇ, the LoŶghouse ŵiŶisteƌ Đaŵe 
to the memorial and gave a beautiful eulogy. He spoke of Matthews talent, and the lack of 

recognition and appreciation he had gotten, in spite of the beauty of his work. Mattheǁ’s family 

moved in closer. They knew what Barry was speaking about. That feeling of being discounted and 

not respected. 

 “oŵeoŶe poiŶted out Mattheǁ’s ŵotheƌ to ŵe. I ǁaŶted to speak to heƌ ďut felt ǀeƌǇ shǇ 
about how to approach her when she was pretty steadily being spoken to. I moved a bit closer 

but before I could figure out what to say, she came towards me, hand extended, and spoke to me. 

͞I’ŵ CaƌoliŶe, Mattheǁ’s ŵotheƌ.͟ I shook heƌ haŶd, aŶd said, ͞I’ŵ so soƌƌǇ foƌ Ǉouƌ loss. 
Mattheǁ ǁas a loǀelǇ ŵaŶ.͟ “he Ŷodded aŶd asked, ͞What’s Ǉouƌ Ŷaŵe?͟ “he sŵiled ǁheŶ I said 
“heila aŶd said that ǁas heƌ oldest gƌaŶddaughteƌ’s Ŷaŵe. ͞Weƌe Ǉou a fƌieŶd of Mattheǁ’s?͟ 
she asked. I told her that I knew him from the neighbourhood, that we had spoken often, and that 

I had some of his paintings. 

 “he Ŷodded aŶd said, ͞He liked people, liked to talk to theŵ.͟ “he ǁeŶt oŶ, ͞He loǀed to 
paint. He had a table he worked at and there would be paint everywhere and he would laugh and 

saǇ, ͚Maŵa, I’ŵ goiŶg to ĐleaŶ this up.’ “he paused there and a flash of sadness crossed her face. 

“he told ŵe that oŶe of Mattheǁ’s ďƌotheƌs ǁas also aŶ aƌtist, a Đaƌǀeƌ. I Đould tell she ǁas 
proud. I said what an artistic family she had, and asked if they got it from her. ͞Yes,͟ she said. 
͞TheǇ did. Their father never had much time for them but they had uncles who carved and an 

auŶt ǁho did ďeadǁoƌk.͟ 

 She called over to the men who were passing the 

food on big trays. The sweet and not sweet bannock arrived 

at about the same time. They both looked so good I said 

͞Haƌd to Đhoose͟ aŶd piĐked the sǁeet. CaƌoliŶe told ŵe, 
͞Take the otheƌ kiŶd foƌ lateƌ,͟ aŶd so I did. I ǁas still eatiŶg 
my bannock when the dessert tray came, followed by a 

huge tray of fruit. 

 CaƌoliŶe ŵotioŶed Mattheǁ’s ďƌotheƌs oǀeƌ aŶd introduced me to them. I said my 

condolences to them and they thanked me.  One of his brothers, Carl, who was the carver, said  

͞Mattheǁ ǁas a ďeautiful peƌsoŶ. He loǀed to paiŶt, though he ďaƌelǇ ŵade a liǀiŶg ǁage. People 
on the street sometimes told him he should get a real job, but Matthew was meant to create and 

he ǁaŶted to paiŶt.͟ Caƌl ǁeŶt oŶ,  ͞He ǁas a geŶtle soƌt of guǇ.͟  CaƌoliŶe thaŶked ŵe foƌ 
coming. Then she headed off to talk to another guest. 

Before I left I went over to Caroline to say good bye. She thanked me again for coming and 

gestuƌed to Mattheǁ’s paiŶtiŶgs aƌƌaŶged oŶ the piĐŶiĐ taďle aŶd said she ǁas glad people liked 
theŵ. I had ďƌought oŶe of ŵiŶe ǁith ŵe, I’ŵ Ŷot suƌe ǁhǇ.  But I left it iŶ ŵǇ ďag. At that poiŶt I 
pulled it out aŶd told heƌ, ͞This is oŶe of ŵǇ faǀouƌites,͟ aŶd shoǁed it to heƌ. “he said hoǁ ŶiĐe 
it looked in the frame, and that she was glad I liked it. 

 Matthew was fifty years old when he died. I was surprised and not surprised at the same 

time. His spirit was friendly and funny almost whimsical in spite of the racist bull shit he had to 

put up with. He had a young spirit. 

 I left the gatheƌiŶg aŶd ǁalked hoŵe, sad at Mattheǁ’s death aŶd aŶgƌǇ at the tƌeatŵeŶt 
he had received while he was alive.  It infuriated me that my entire education was based on lies 

that the government treated Indigenous people well.  I needed to think of ways to advocate for 
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artists like Matthew. It was so wrong that he had to live in poverty.  It occurred to me that if we 

had a universal basic income, he would not have had to 

sell his art at half price to be able to eat.  And his art 

should ďe iŶ galleƌies aŶd gift shops aŶd iŶ people’s 
hoŵes. AŶd so should Caƌl’s.   
 My walk home took me past Hastings Park.  I 

was delighted to see that the statue of Christopher 

Columbus had been toppled from its base.    

 It gave me an idea...  

 

____________________________________________________________________ 

 

A TWO-SPIRIT JOURNEY 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A LESBIAN OJIBWA-CREE ELDER   

Ma-Nee Chacaby with Mary Louisa Plummer 

Review by Val Innes 

 

 The University of Manitoba Press blurb on the 

back of the book describes Ma-Nee Chacaby's A Two-

Spirit Journey as an "extraordinary account of her life as 

an Ojibwa-Cree lesbian.  From her early , sometimes 

harrowing memories of her life in a remote Ojibwa 

community riven by poverty and alcoholism. Chacaby's 

story is one of enduring and ultimately overcoming the 

social, economic and health legacies of colonialism."
1
 

Chacaby herself credits this to her Kokum's 

(grandmother's) love and teachings, and it's clear that, 

despite the sexual assaults, rape, abuse and her own 

alcoholism as a result, Ma-Nee Chacaby "emerged from 

hardship grounded in faith, compassion, humour and 

resilience.  Her memoir provides unprecedented 

insights into the challenges still faced by many 

Indigenous people."
2
   

 In the tradition of Maria Campbell's Halfbreed, published in 1973, A Two-Spirit Story is 

written with incredible honesty and clarity, both about herself and the people surrounding her. 

Reading it, we see glimpses of a self-sufficient culture mostly lost to colonization, as well as a 

clear picture of people often broken by the effects of that colonization. This is not on the other 

side of the world.  It is here, Canada, our home on Native land.  What is also here is the strength 

and resilience of Indigenous people, and we see it in this autobiography. 

 Growing up in remote Ombabika, Chacaby learned to camp, hunt, fish, and live off the 

land in the bush with pleasure and ease.  Some of Chacaby's comments on what was happening 

to that land, though, will live with me for a long time: when a pulp mill set up new camps, she said  

"It was devastating.  Beautiful, sacred forests that I had grown up with had been destroyed. The 

land looked naked and scarred, as if it had been raped and left to die."
3
 She had also been beaten 

by her mother and molested by so many men that she "avoided unfamiliar ones" and started 

drinking because "I was angry, and I was tired of being afraid."
4
 That starts a grim chapter of her 
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life that ends with her decision to stop drinking and using drugs and to begin her eventual work as 

an Alcoholic Counsellor, artist and elder. 

Chacaby's Kokum 

told her she had 

two spirits from a 

very early age, 

and also taught 

her that two-

spirited people in 

the past had an 

important role to 

play in the 

Anishanaabe 

communities and were loved and respected, but that had changed with colonization and 

Christianity. We follow Chacaby throughout the book as she first rejects and then accepts her 

two-spirited nature eventually, after leaving her abusive husband and then becoming sober. Ma-

Nee Chacaby builds a good, solid life for herself that is interesting, useful to herself and to those 

around her, and enjoyable.  There's strength, joy and love in this book as well as struggle.  

 As Cruikshank (1990) notes "Indigenous women's life histories typically have differed in 

their focus from both Indigenous men's and non-Indigenous women's narratives" in that in 

"Indigenous women's accounts, the recurring theme is one of connection  -- to other people and 

to nature."
5
  For Ma Nee Chacaby, her connection to family and nature have been central to her 

life and are recurrent themes of her autobiography. 

 Mary Louise Plummer, social scientist and friend, who collaborated with Ma-Nee Chacaby 

to write this book comments in the afterword:  

 I believed that many readers would be interested in such a compelling and honest 

 account of an individual overcoming hardship against great odds.  I also appreciated that 

 Ma-Nee's autobiography would provide a rare, first-person, published account of the 

 challenges faced by many Indigenous Canadians in the latter half of the twentieth and 

 early twenty-first centuries, particularly lesbians, poor people, and individuals with little 

 formal education. 

It's a book I'd like to see most Canadians reading. I recommend it and hope you read it.  

 

1.Chacaby, M, Plummer, M.L.  2016.  A Two-Spirit Journey The Autobiography Of A Lesbian Ojibwa-Cree 

 Elder.  University of Manitoba Press. Back cover. 

2. Ibid.P.42      3. Ibid. P.47      4.Ibid. Pp. 227-8       5. Ibid. P. 216  

 

____________________________________________________________________ 

 

UPRISING COMMUNITIES: LIVING IDEOLOGIES 
Tina Gianoulis 

 

 CoŵiŶg out as a lesďiaŶ iŶ the ϭϵϳϬs, I ǁas deeplǇ dƌaǁŶ to the idea of ǁoŵeŶ’s 
community that was beginning to come out of the shadows and flourish around the world. It was 

something I had been starving for without even knowing it, growing up as I had in the nuclear-

family isolation of 1950s American suburbia. As the movement for racial equality builds power 
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around the world, I find myself once again thinking about the power of shared ideals to build that 

indefinable sense of connection we call community.  

 

Black Lives Matter Claims Public Space 

 

 

 

 

 In Seattle, 

Washington, near where I 

live, Black Lives Matter 

protesters refused to give 

ground to police in riot gear 

who fired military-grade 

͞Đƌoǁd ĐoŶtƌol͟ deǀiĐes at 
them. City administrators, 

after, one assumes, weighing 

up the costs of all-out war on 

peaceful demonstrators, 

finally ordered police to fall 

back, shuttering a major 

station and leaving the streets to the crowds of protesters. The demonstrators quickly began 

forming a community-based Capitol Hill Autonomous Zone (CHAZ, later changed to CHOP, Capitol 

Hill Organized Protest), holding speak-outs, planting a community garden in a local park, and 

painting Black Lives Matter on a major street, a block-long work of art in which each 

individualized letter proclaims the diversity of black experience. 

 In my hometown of Richmond, Virginia, where an iconic Monument Avenue has been 

hoŵe foƌ ŵoƌe thaŶ a ĐeŶtuƌǇ to iŵposiŶg statues of CoŶfedeƌate leadeƌs, the goǀeƌŶoƌ’s oƌdeƌ 
to remove a memorial to General Robert E. Lee was blocked by a court order. Crowds of 

protesters, tired of the glorification of a mythological Old South that quite literally whitewashes 

its monstrous reliance on the enslavement of black people, began pulling statues down 

themselves, sometimes rolling them into rivers and lakes. The Lee edifice, too huge to topple, was 

paiŶted, like “eattle’s PiŶe “tƌeet, with a visual cacophony of anti-racist and pro-diversity 

statements. These Confederate monuments, in the U.S. South and around the world, are 

inextricably linked with the institutions of slavery and racism. A dynamic racial justice movement 

continues to work to remove them from their physical and symbolic position in the public square. 

UŶtil theǇ Đould teaƌ Lee’s statue doǁŶ, ƌesouƌĐeful pƌotesteƌs fouŶd a ǁaǇ to tƌaŶsfoƌŵ a tƌiďute 
to oppression into a life-affirming community gathering place.  

 

Encampments for Peace and Justice 

 It seems that powerful protest movements often become communities in themselves, and 

that, at their best, those communities create microcosms of the change they are trying to effect. 

A close friend of mine tells me stories about making hundreds of bologna sandwiches to feed the 

protestors in Resurrection City, where thousands camped on the lawn of the National Mall in 

WashiŶgtoŶ, DC foƌ siǆ ǁeeks iŶ ϭϵϲϴ. Paƌt of the “outheƌŶ ChƌistiaŶ Leadeƌship CoŶfeƌeŶĐe’s 
Pooƌ People’s CaŵpaigŶ, the residents of Resurrection City aimed to force attention to the 

national problems of poverty and racism while creating a temporary, collective community. 

Photo by Susanna Smith 

 Police station taken over when 

the Seattle CHOP was set up, 

June 202.  

 

Photo by Susanne Smith 
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Pregnant at the time, my friend lovingly remembers the care lavished on her by her fellow 

͞ĐitizeŶs,͟ as theǇ estaďlished stƌuĐtuƌes, suĐh as a stoƌe aŶd a health ĐliŶiĐ, aŶd stƌuggled to ǁoƌk 
together through their diversity. It would not be the last such experiment. 

 In the early 1980s, the growing anti-ŶuĐleaƌ ŵoǀeŵeŶt spaǁŶed ǁoŵeŶ’s peaĐe Đaŵps iŶ 
England and both coasts of the United States, as women activists placed their bodies firmly in the 

struggle to stop the proliferation of nuclear weapons. Beginning in 1981, at the Royal Air Force 

base at Greenham Common in Berkshire, England, women chained themselves to fences, 

encircled the base, and defied repeated attempts to remove them as they protested the storage 

of cruise missiles with nuclear warheads. They also challenged the traditional subservient role of 

women, shared skills, and faced arrests and physical attacks as they kept their encampment going 

for almost two decades.  

 

U.S. Women Join the Greenham Movement  

 Sparked by the women of Greenham 

Common, other peace camps were 

launched in Europe and the U.S. The Seneca 

Women's Encampment for a Future of 

Peace and Justice began in the summer of 

1983, as thousands of women came to 

upstate New York to protest shipment of 

Cruise and Pershing II nuclear missiles from 

the Seneca Army Depot to destinations in 

Europe. The camp hosted nonviolent 

training sessions and planned direct actions 

and acts of civil disobedience, while affirming its feminist roots through collective cooking, 

childcare, and a consensus decision-making process. 

 IŶ the PaĐifiĐ Noƌthǁest, the Puget “ouŶd WoŵeŶ’s PeaĐe Caŵp ǁas estaďlished iŶ KeŶt, 
Washington, in 1983, across the road from the Boeing Aerospace Center. Boeing was a major 

manufacturer of computer-guided Cruise missiles, and women from Greenham Commons and 

Seneca helped the Washington women establish the camp to protest the missiles at their point of 

origin. Hundreds of women from across the U.S. and other countries joined the camp for periods 

from a few hours to weeks and months. In addition to the political actions that were the overt 

purpose of the camp, the women who lived there devoted their time and energy to building a 

culture of peaceful solidarity. As at Greenham and Seneca, lesbian activists were the foundation 

of the Peace Camp in Kent, and freedom of sexual orientation was a central tenet of its 

organizers.  

 

Tribal Canoe Journeys Revive Ancient Bonds 

  In 1989, after almost two centuries of repression and overt erasure of Indigenous 

American cultures by white colonizers, people of the Coast Salish tribes revived their maritime 

tradition and once again carved their sacred canoes to launch the Paddle to Seattle, from the 

Indigenous toǁŶ of “uƋuaŵish iŶ Kitsap CouŶtǇ to “eattle’s “hilshole BaǇ. Hosted ďǇ the 
Suquamish and Duwamish tribes, the event drew tribal members from all over Washington state 

and western Canada to affirm their reclamation of culture and identity. 

Greenham Common 
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Canoes waiting to be 

formally welcomed onto 

Suquamish land at the end 

of the 2012 Tribal Canoe 

Journey.  

 

 The tribal members 

and allies  who participated 

in the Paddle to Seattle 

found that the revival of 

ancient tradition had a 

deep resonance for 

modern Indigenous 

communities. In 1993, a 

much longer Paddle to 

Bella Bella, in remote 

British Columbia, began a 

yearly tradition of Tribal Canoe Journeys, broken only by the intrusion of the Covid 19 pandemic 

in 2020. As the journeys expanded, they evolved into a sort of progressive community, gathering  

participants at each stop along the way, where hosting tribes fed everyone generously and spirits 

were nourished by dancing, drumming, and song lasting far into the night.  

 

Shared Work and Shared Resources Build a Sense of Home  

 Each landing spot on a canoe journey has its own character and flavor, as some tribes 

provide venison, others spaghetti, burgers, salmon, rich fish called oolichans, or clams, depending 

on local traditions and financial resources. Protocols, where tribes and canoe families share their 

stories and songs, may take place in traditional longhouses, gymnasiums, or in large open fields 

outside. But each stop has in common a sense of instant community, formed from collective 

exhilaration as each landing is safely reached (and collective concern over bad weather, accident, 

and illness), meetings and re-meetings at tents, showers, dancing and dining areas, the heartbeat 

sound of drumming, and an underlying commitment to the whole of this journey and to a larger 

journey toward healing the deep wounds caused by the ongoing genocide of Indigenous people 

and destruction of their ancestral lands. 

 As a non-tribal person living on the Port Madison Indian Reservation, I have participated in 

a number of journey events, sometimes volunteering to cook or help serve, sometimes just 

gathering to watch the waves of reverently carved canoes come in, each stopping in a ritual way 

before landing to ask formal permission to come ashore. For the past three years I have been 

fortunate to travel alongside the journey as part of the ground crew for a tribal canoe family.  By 

setting up tents and transporting supplies, boiling water for morning coffee, and driving paddlers 

to launching sites, I have felt lucky to be even a peripheral part of the power of this rebirth of 

culture and pride. Meetings on end could be held to discuss the importance of reviving canoe 

culture, but living the experience, sharing bounty, working out difficulties, even buying each 

otheƌ’s ǁaƌes, has an impact as revolutionary as that of marching in the streets.  

 

 

 

Photo by Janice Gutman 
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Photo by Susanne Smith 

Temporary but Lasting 

 There are numerous other examples of the temporary, yet momentous, villages that have 

emerged from the force of political ideas. In the 20-teens, Occupy Wall Street and Stand with 

Standing Rock provide notable examples in which encampments of injustice protesters and rights 

protectors have created pop-up communities that exemplify their movement.  

These communities are not utopias. In addition to reflecting the best of their ideologies, they also 

reflect the thorny side of human relations. Arrogance, argument, and even violence have shown 

themselves alongside optimism, idealism, and collective action. Twenty-three days after it was 

estaďlished, “eattle’s CHOP was dismantled by police after 4 late-night shootings resulted in two 

deaths. I still wonder, though, if this social side of humanity, this drive to build community when 

we are thrust together, may ultimately be the force that finally impels us toward a more complete 

bridging of our divisions. Perhaps even temporary success at setting aside the rifts buried in our 

DNA through generational trauma and reinforced by daily inequities can provide us with 

templates for more durable forms of cooperation.  

 FragmeŶtaƌǇ aŶd epheŵeƌal as theǇ aƌe, ͞upƌisiŶg͟ ĐoŵŵuŶities haǀe left lastiŶg iŵpƌiŶts. 
They have provided focal points for activists to gather and build solidarity. They have contributed 

to progressive change by publicizing and educating the broader society about their grievances and 

ideals, and they have changed society itself by daring to assert that we, at our best, long to build 

connections with each other.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A mural 

at the 

Seattle 

CHOP, 

June 

2020        
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WORDS MAKE A DIFFERENCE 
Pat Hogan with Val Innes 

 

 Words are important. I started thinking about the 

ǁoƌd ͞ƌaĐisŵ͟ aŶd ŵǇ ŵiŶd ǁeŶt ƌaĐiŶg to the ŵaŶǇ otheƌ 
words  prevalent in our conversations these days -– 

homophobia, transphobia, xenophobia, LGBTQ2S+, non-

binary, bullying, right-wing, left wing, domestic terrorism.  All 

these teƌŵs aŶd ŵoƌe aƌe paƌt of todaǇ’s soĐial/politiĐal 
lexicon so common in conversations,  media, educational 

institutions, work sites, and government.  In the 40s and 50s 

as I was growing up, these words did not exist. There were 

only negative, condescending words to describe those who 

were seen as "other". They were looked down upon, often 

despised by straight, white, middle class culture. And the 

words we had, the language we were taught had a sub-text: racism. As the song says, "You have 

to be carefully taught to hate and to fear".
1  

We are not born racist. 

 ͞LaŶguage is oŶe of the ŵost poǁeƌful tools ǁe haǀe as huŵaŶs. It ďiŶds us. Instructs 

us"
2
 If our language is inclusive and accepting, it creates "an environment where everyone 

feels welcome and included."
3
 However, much of the time, historically that is not what has 

happened, and "individuals and groups have been marginalized and discriminated against 

because of their culture, race and ethnicity, gender, sexual orientation, age, disability, 

socioeconomic status, appearance and more." That history does not mean that it cannot 

change. If racism, prejudice, and discrimination is taught, it can be untaught. And that takes 

using inclusive and sometimes new language. 

 As fair and equal treatment of ALL people has become forefront in many of our 

communities  -- as well it should -- words evolve to 

discuss these issues and to give credence and respect 

to the many cultural, racial and ethnic groups of 

people who are not white, whose class, economic and 

eduĐatioŶal status is judged ďǇ ǁhite people’s 
standards.  Language changes because the those who 

speak out about issues need it to change. So the 

language I use today is different from the language I 

grew up with. I wish I had had the understanding and 

voice to speak out then what I know now, but I am 

glad I have it now.  And the challenge now is to use language that respects and includes "others" 

and to listen to what those groups want from white people in the way of the language we use. For 

example, I use Indigenous instead of Indian or Native, I use Black as a proper noun instead of 

black or, a term I would never use, negro.  "Inclusive language seeks to treat all people with 

respect, dignity, and impartiality. It is constructed to bring everyone into the group and 

eǆĐlude Ŷo oŶe.͟4
    

 Currently, the news and media are filled with stories of racist attacks, but now it is with 

condemnation of these attacks.  Simultaneously some institutions are making major policy 

changes and taking action to address the many kinds of oppression that exist in schools, work 

places, on the streets, in government offices. This gives hope for acceptance and caring about all 
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people. Along with this comes a need for constant care about the language we use.  Speaking and 

acting differently asks something of us. It asks us to try to "change deeply embedded habits. 

To consider the implications of words and phrases that have long gone unchallenged. To dig 

deep into empathy and imagine an experience not ouƌ oǁŶ.͟5
   

 

 1. Rodgers and Hammerstein. 1958. You've Got to be Taught. South Pacific. 

2, 3, 4 & 5. Seiter, Courtney. 2018. An Incomplete Guide to Inclusive Language for Startups and Tech. 

Buffer. https://buffer.com/resources/inclusive-language-tech/ 

Resource:  https://www.theatlantic.com/ideas/archive/2019/07/racism-concept-change/594526/ 
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POINTS TO PONDER 

Gayle Roberts 

 

    ͞Theƌe is ŶothiŶg ŵoƌe deĐeptiǀe thaŶ aŶ oďǀious faĐt͟ 

                       Sherlock Holmes, The Boscombe Valley Mystery, by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

 A few days ago as part of my daily 

computer-ritual, I was flicking through the 

headlines of the Vancouver Sun and the British 

Broadcasting Corporation and many of my other 

͞faǀouƌites͟ aŶd fouŶd ŵǇ atteŶtioŶ ǁas dƌaǁŶ to 
the CaŶadiaŶ Pƌess’s headliŶe: ͞Top CEOs made as 

much as average worker earns in a year by mid-

ŵoƌŶiŶg todaǇ͟.
1
 That I’ǀe got to ƌead, I thought as 

at the same time it crossed my mind that the 

author had achieved the goal of all headline 

ǁƌiteƌs ˗ gƌaď the ƌeadeƌ’s atteŶtioŶ aŶd if possiďle get him or her to buy the article. 

 As I read about CEOs, I quickly learned that for many their pay is related to company 

bonuses which are related to stock prices. Despite knowing almost nothing about CEOs and the 

finances of large corporations, it seemed to ŵe to ďe a ƌeasoŶaďle ǁaǇ to deteƌŵiŶe oŶe’s salaƌǇ. 
That was until I read that salaries are determined that way even if the company loses money. 

It was then that I had a 'minor' epiphany. I realized that while I might be aware of some of the 

facts about a range of different topics − salaƌies of CEO’s ďeiŶg just oŶe of theŵ  − learning more 

about them and possibly being actively involved in issues 

about whether their salary should be increased, 

decreased or calculated in a very different way was of no 

interest to me. I smiled at my ludicrous thought of 

ǁalkiŶg aďout doǁŶtoǁŶ ĐaƌƌǇiŶg a plaĐaƌd aďout CEO’s 
salaries. 

  As much as I was uninterested in the details of 

hoǁ CEO’s ĐoŵpeŶsatioŶs aƌe deteƌŵiŶed, I ƌeĐogŶized 
that because of recent events, particularly in the US, 

there was one topic that I had only recently learned 

about which certainly interested me enough to learn 

more – Black Lives Matter. Until quite recently, all I really 
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kŶeǁ aďout theŵ ǁas theiƌ oƌgaŶizatioŶ’s Ŷaŵe. Tiŵe to leaƌŶ ŵoƌe, I thought. I tǇped iŶto ŵǇ 
ďƌoǁseƌ ͞BlaĐk Liǀes Matteƌ͟ aŶd disĐoǀeƌed, soŵeǁhat to ŵǇ suƌpƌise that theǇ had a CaŶadiaŶ 
website and were active worldwide. I staƌted ƌeadiŶg. ͞We aƌe a platfoƌŵ upoŶ ǁhiĐh BlaĐk 
communities across Canada can actively dismantle all forms of anti-Black racism, liberate 

Blackness, support Black healing, affirm Black existence, and create freedom to love and self-

deteƌŵiŶe.͟2
 Now those are worthwhile goals, I thought, and kept on reading. The rest of their 

write-up continued in much the same vein, and after a few minutes I had finished reading their 

article. Nothing controversial for me here, I thought as my attention moved to their headline 

titled ͞ABOUT U“͟ aŶd theŶ to theiƌ suďtitle ǁhiĐh stated ͞BlaĐk Liǀes Matteƌ – Canada is the 

Canadian chapter of #BlackLivesMatter, an international organization and movement fighting 

police and State violence and anti-ďlaĐk ƌaĐisŵ.͟3
 

 Worthy goals, I thought but sadly coupled with racist events and concepts I have found 

increasingly abhorrent as I age: police violence, state violence, anti-black racism and all the other 

atrocities – shootings, murders, killing people on the streets using driven cars as weapons. And 

then there are the social barriers, the systemic racism both Black men and women often face – 

the ͞glass ĐeiliŶg͟ – which quickly thwarts any aspirations for equable salary increases and 

promotions despite outstanding academic credentials, and work-place skills. Black CEO's are few 

and far between in Canadian healthcare, manufacturing, education and research. 

 Will it ever end, I wondered? 

Is it time to turn off my computer? I 

watched the second hand of my living 

room clock making its never ending 

circuit. Then my attention turned to 

my dog, Stella, fast asleep on her 

blanket-covered cushions. I decided 

that learning about racism and 

helping to rid the world of it – even at 

my age of eighty – is much more 

worthwhile and useful than learning 

about the compensation of CEOs. I 

looked again at the Black Lives Matter 

ǁeďsite. Paused, theŶ ĐliĐked oŶ the aƌtiĐle titled ͞DefuŶd the PoliĐe – DeŵaŶds.͟ “oŵe thiŶgs iŶ 
life demand our support. 

 

1.  https://www.ctvnews.ca/business/top-ceos-made-as-much-as-average-worker-earns-in-a-year-by-mid-

morning-today-1.4750581?cache=?clipId=104062?clipId=89531 

2.  Black Lives Matter Canada 

3.  https://www2.mystfx.ca/equity/anti-racism/black-lives-matter 

 

If Ǉou, like ŵe, feel that Ǉou ǁould like to kŶoǁ ŵoƌe aďout ͞BlaĐk Liǀes Matteƌ͟ aŶd soŵe of the ƌaĐisŵ 
and sexism that Black people have faced, and continue to face in Canada, I recommend that you consider 

starting with the list of websites which are located at the back of the Zine in the Reference section. 
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WE HAVE ALWAYS BEEN HERE  A QUEER MUSLIM MEMOIR  

by Samra Habib   2020 Winner Canada Reads  

 Review by Ellen Woodsworth 

 

 ͞We Haǀe AlǁaǇs BeeŶ Heƌe͟ is passioŶate aŶd Đƌeatiǀe, a 
lifesaving read. As a young Ahmadi Muslim girl, Samra and her well 

educated family are forced to escape from religious persecution by 

Islamic extremists in Pakistan. They arrive in Toronto with no English, 

no jobs, no friends, and her beloved father broken by the loss of 

home and community. Samra struggles to learn the language and 

culture against overwhelming Canadian Islamophobic prejudices and 

ignorance against her faith, culture, clothes, and values.  

 The story builds as Samra discovers that she is attracted to a 

girl. She learns some English and teaches her mother and brothers. The family create a 

community and find low paying jobs. She discovers that her beloved mother has committed her 

to an arranged marriage to her first cousin who is not attractive to her. She does not find the few 

dates she has with other boys sexually exciting either. Her mother, concerned about her future at 

age 16, decides she must marry right away. She flees with a friend and begins to create a new life, 

earning a scholarship in journalism but caught without support from family or faith.  

 Samra begins a fascinating journey to discover and accept her own sexuality through 

exotic friendships in the art world. She begins to travel, weaving in and out of relationships which 

expose her to worlds she has never dreamed of. Captured by images, she becomes a 

photographer and advocate, recognized by her articles in the Guardian, the New York Times and 

the AdǀoĐate. Heƌ eǆhiďitioŶ, ͞Just Me aŶd Allah,͟ is ďased oŶ stuŶŶiŶg iŶteƌǀieǁs ǁith Ƌueeƌ 
Muslims from all over North America and MENA, the Middle East and North Africa, launched at 

the Victoria and Albert Museum in London, and reviewed in Vanity Fair, Washington Post and 

other media.  

 Finally accepted by her mother and her father, her struggle to find acceptance as queer 

and Muslim is a longer journey. She must stand up to the rising Islamaphobia, heavily biased anti-

Muslim media and public ignorance which led to the Quebec laws against women wearing face 

coverings in public positions, and, on Jan. 29, 2020, to a man shooting and slaughtering people in 

a ŵosƋue. ͞Theƌe aƌe dailǇ attaĐks oŶ Muslims inside and outside of the queer community. Many 

of the Ƌueeƌ Musliŵs I’d ŵet iŶ AŵeƌiĐa aŶd 
Europe dealt with racism on top of the 

homophobia, transphobia and Islamophobia they 

ĐoŶtiŶuallǇ eǆpeƌieŶĐe,͟ she saǇs. “aŵƌa fiŶds 
herself and community in a queer mosque where 

her sexuality, her culture and her faith are all 

aĐĐepted.  ͞We haǀe alǁaǇs ďeeŶ heƌe; it’s just 
that the ǁoƌld ǁasŶ’t ƌeadǇ foƌ us Ǉet. TodaǇ, ǁith 

all the political upheavals in the Muslim World, some of us, those who are not daily threatened 

ǁith death oƌ ƌejeĐtioŶ, haǀe to speak foƌ otheƌs͟ saǇs heƌ good fƌieŶd )aiŶaď, a tƌaŶsgeŶdeƌ 
woman from Tunisia.  

 I would highly recommend reading this powerful book to understand the lives of queer 

Muslims in increasingly Islamophobic Canada and to find ways you can support them.    

 * For support groups for queer Muslims around the world visit salaamcanada.info 

27 



Georges de Savoye 

WE'RE NOT 'BREEDS! 
Stephen Hardy 

 

 My Uncle George was always on the go. He'd be on a goose shoot, a duck shoot, or a 

prairie chicken hunt, or planning one or the other. In the winter, he'd be out ice fishing on the 

frozen lakes of central Alberta. He'd bring the birds back, weighing down the trunk of his yellow 

'54 Ford. He'd repainted it himself, after the rust started eating into the original. But that's what 

he enjoyed, painting bright colours on his car and hanging out at the summer cabin he shared 

with my mother, brothers, and grandparents on one of the lakes west of Edmonton.  

 The best times for me were when he brought a big goose for dinner. My brothers and I 

would pluck the feathers and George would gut it. Then my mother would cook it up with bacon 

on the sides, basting it as it cooked, then making a thick rich gravy to go with the potatoes, while 

her highbush cranberry sauce would just be wonderful with the wild flavour of the goose meat. 

Heaven!  

 Sometimes George would tell stories to me and my brothers about fur trappers and about 

adventures in the bush and prairies around Alberta. I didn't realize where he got these stories. I 

thought he just made them up. But many years later, I realized that he had probably been told 

these same or similar stories by 

his uncles who were fur 

traders in northern 

Saskatchewan.  

George also liked taking 

photographs of his various 

duck hunts. Some of them 

were pretty spectacular, with 

dozens of ducks arranged on 

racks, surrounded by George 

and his hunting buddies, 

holding their shotguns as if 

ready for another shoot.  

 One time, on a fall 

afternoon when George was 

visiting my mother and our 

family, he placed one of his 

photographs on the fireplace 

mantle. He really liked this one. 

He'd had it enlarged and framed, and he was colouring it by hand, to bring out the colours in the 

ducks and in the clothing of his hunting buddies. It looked really wild with all the dead ducks and 

all the long guns. His hunting buddies really looked like they were experienced hunters, and I had 

no doubt that they were. They looked like they spent a lot of time in the bush, living off of wild 

game. I looked at George and his buddies in the photo, and I started to wonder. 

 My mother had said to me, on a few occasions, that our family had aboriginal ancestry, 

but she never said more than that, and she only talked about it after she'd finished at least half of 

her daily bottle of whiskey or vodka. As I looked at George's photo, I thought again of what my 

mother had said. Finally, I decided to ask. 

 "Uncle George, do we have Indian ancestors? Are we part Indian?" 
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 George had watched me look at his framed photo and the men in it, his hunting buddies. 

He probably knew what had prompted my question. 

 "No, we're not halfbreeds," he said defensively. Pointing at his framed photograph, he 

gestured toward one of his buddies and said, 

 "Him, he's a 'breed, but not us." 

 I looked at the photo. He had pointed to one of his buddies who had noticeably high 

cheekbones, a pistol and hunting knife on his belt along with his shotgun, and whose narrow 

piercing eyes were looking straight at the camera. 

 "We're not 'breeds," he said again. 

 He sounded defensive, as if he was hiding something. I thought about George's high 

cheekbones and my mother's. I didn't say any more. 

 About an hour later, my mother left the kitchen and came into the living room, sitting on 

the couch opposite the fireplace and the mantle with George's framed photograph still on it. She 

had had quite a few drinks by then, certainly into the second half of her bottle of vodka. She 

seemed to be in a good mood to talk. I knew that without any liquor, she wouldn't talk at all; she 

wouldn't say anything. But if she was close to the bottom of the bottle or into the second one, she 

just got stupid. But now, she looked about right, talkative but not stupid drunk. I started to ask 

her some questions. 

 "Mother, do we have Indian ancestry?" 

 "Yes, we do," she replied with a sheepish tone in her voice, as if she was telling a secret 

she wasn't supposed to say. 

"Yes, we're part Indian," she continued.  

"Is it way back? How far back are our Indian ancestors?" I 

asked. 

"And how are we related? Which of us has the Indian 

ancestry?" I continued. 

Slurring her speech again, but still coherent, she replied, 

"Through your grandmother, your Grandmère." 

 Shocked, I let what she had just said sink in. I had 

thought that our Indian ancestors would have been hunters, 

like the ones in George's photo. But then I realized that, of 

course, my Grandmère, with her bois brulé skin colour, her 

quiet demeanor, her bright coloured beadwork, was my link, my link to my Indian history. Her 

father and her uncles would have been hunters, just like George's buddies, just like her son 

George. It started to make sense. 

 My mother left the room, gone to baste the goose and to pour herself another drink. I 

followed her into the kitchen. She had just closed up the oven door and was starting to light up a 

cigarette to go with her vodka. I started to ask her some more questions. 

 "Mother, why don't we ever talk about our Indian ancestry?" 

 "Oh, they don't like us to bring it up. They don't want us act like Indians. They don't want 

us to be Indians." 

 I knew who she was talking about. My father, her Scottish husband, never said good things 

about aboriginal people. And my grandfather, my French Grandpère, was intent on expressing his 

own French heritage and culture, not the culture of his Métis wife. So it was something to keep 

secret, something to hide, something to pretend did not exist.  
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  I learned to hide my ancestry, to keep it a secret from my friends, from my teachers, from 

my bosses, from everyone that I thought might be racist and might express hatred to Indian 

people. I assumed the worst in people, so I kept the secret from just about everybody. 

I learned to keep secrets. As I got older, I learned to keep secrets about being two-spirited too. 

Keeping secrets became just a way of life, something I just did to keep safe, to keep myself from 

being discriminated against. It was my way of life, just as I was Métis, just as I was two-spirited, I 

kept secrets.  

 "No, I'm not halfbreed. I'm not a 'breed." 

____________________________________________________________________ 

AND  STEPHEN'S COMMENTARY,  WITH RESOURCES . . .  
Stephen Hardy 

 My goal in writing my piece was to demonstrate how internalized racism, in this case 

racism directed against the Métis people, can be and is passed 

down from one generation to the next. I used the term "half-

breed" for shock value, to indicate the level of self-hatred 

that many Métis people, specifically the uncle, had. It was 

meant to shock and stir up emotions, especially its rough 

contraction into "'breed," which is a term of even greater 

denigration. I described the mother's alcohol dependency for 

the purpose of showing how the truth of her and her family's 

history could only be unearthed through her use of alcohol, 

to break through her own internalized self-hatred. The last 

sentence in my piece was to show how this self-hatred, this 

denial of identity, was "successfully" passed on to the next 

generation. The irony of course is that the character in the 

story becomes fully aware of his identity, and the necessity 

of hiding it 

 Additional understanding of the history and present 

circumstances of the Métis people may be obtained by 

consulting the following source: Jean Teillet, The North-West Is Our 

Mother, Harper Collins, Toronto Canada, 2019. This book, written by 

Métis lawyer JeanTeillet, is a record of the history of repression and 

discrimination against the Métis people 

fƌoŵ the ϭϳϵϬ’s to the pƌeseŶt. A glaŶĐe 
at the index will reveal the names of my 

own Métis ancestors, particularly the 

TouƌoŶd faŵilǇ. MǇ gƌaŶdŵotheƌ’s 
father and uncles, who all fought 

against the troops sent by the 

Canadian government to take the 

Métis lands, fought in both major 

ďattles, the ďattle of TouƌoŶd’s Coulee, ŵǇ gƌaŶdŵotheƌ’s hoŵe, 
and the battle of Batoche, where many more of my relatives lived. 

Fortunately, my grandmother Marie Tourond, survived and was my 

caregiver during my childhood.  
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 Other source material includes: Lawrence J. Barkwell, Veterans and Families of the 1885 

Northwest Resistance, Gabriel Dumont Institute, Saskatoon Canada, 2010. This book, written by 

the senior historian of the Louis Riel Institute of the Manitoba Métis Federation, describes the 

detailed struggle of the Métis people, including many of my ancestors, during the Northwest 

Resistance of 1885 to attempt to prevent the Canadian government from removing the Métis 

people from their lands. Fred J. Shore, Threads in the Sash, The Story of the Métis People, 

Pemmican Publications, Winnipeg Canada, 2017. This book, written by the head of the Native 

Studies Department at the University of Manitoba, describes the history of the Métis people and 

their role in  the development of Canada. 

 

 

CANADA: THE INDIAN ACT 

AND RECONCILIATION 

 Val Innes 

 

 These two books should be 

required reading for every non-

Indigenous Canadian, and I believe 

they should be a mandatory part of 

the social studies school curriculum.  

As Chief Dr Joseph (whose 

Indigenous name is Gilakas'la) says, 

"it is critical that non-Indigenous 

Canadians be aware of how deeply 

the Indian Act penetrated, 

controlled, and continues to control, most aspects of the lives of First Nations.  It is an instrument 

of oppression." To that end, Joseph's 21 Things You May not Know About the Indian Act provides 

a readable, detailed primer on the Act which still governs much of Indigenous life in Canada.  

 His and Cynthia Joseph's second book, Indigenous Relations, provides a valuable, inclusive 

and practical guide and primer for the journey towards reconciliation between non-Indigenous 

and Indigenous people in this country. In 2021, a racist attitude towards Indigenous people is still 

a socially accepted norm in Canada, as is systemic racism, and this must change.  These two books 

will help that process with individuals, institutions, corporations, and government. They are well-

written, well sourced, and give a clear picture of both the oppressive, colonial history of Canada, 

and the way forward from that.  I highly recommend them, and I hope you read them. 

 

 

* 21 Things You May Not Know About the Indian Act, Bob Joseph, 2018. Indigenous Relations 

Press. 

* Indigenous Relations Insights, Tips & Suggestions to Make Reconciliation a Reality, Bob Joseph 

with Cynthia F. Joseph, 2019. Indigenous Relations Press. 
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                               Frances  Powless 

RACISM -  IT HURTS 
 Interview with Frances Powless 

Paula Stromberg 

 

Nothing About Us Without Us:  this Zine wouldn't be 

complete without  first-person accounts  about experiencing 

racism.  Quirke member Paula Stromberg, a retired 

communications director in the labour movement, published 

this interview 21 years ago in collaboration with union 

member Frances Powless in an effort to expose racism for 

the personal damage it does. Some outdated terminology -- 

Indian, Native, for example -- is from 21 years ago and was 

employed by Frances Powless in those days.  

 The article won major awards including one from the 

International Labour Communicators Association and was 

reprinted by US Native groups, including the Lummi Nation 

who are members of the Coast Salish spanning from 

VaŶĐouǀer IslaŶd to OlǇŵpia WashiŶgtoŶ. ͞RaĐist feeliŶgs 
are uglǇ to aĐkŶoǁledge ǁithiŶ oŶeself,͟ saǇs “troŵďerg. 
͞MaŶǇ of us areŶ’t aǁare of our prejudiĐes. UŶless ǁe haǀe the Đourage to eǆaŵiŶe our ďeliefs, 
ǁe Đould easilǇ ďe raĐist, seǆist, hoŵophoďiĐ or ageist.͟ 

 

 "I wish I could be 10 years old again, the way I was before I experienced racism. I was a 

carefree girl who never looked at someone's colour. We had so much fun growing up, it was easy 

to love and trust. I never had to worry that someone was going to say something shameful about 

being an Indian that would tear my heart out.͟ Born in Ontario and raised on the Six Nations 

Reservation, union member Frances Powless is part of the Mohawk Nation. Over the course of 

her life, she has held a briefcase-rupturing array of jobs in both the United States and Canada, and 

along the way has honed a piercing insight into racism and its eventual toll on a person's psyche.  

 Powless talked about her experiences in dealing with racism and how personally difficult it 

has been to face off against discrimination. She also explains what it's like to be an Indian working 

in a predominantly different culture.  ͞I first became aware of racism when I was bussed off the 

reservation to start high school in Ontario. It was 1958. We were 12 Indians among 400 students 

in the school. It was a shock.  ͞Foƌ the first time in my life I was treated as if there was something 

wrong with me because we were Indians. We couldn't belong to the school Glee Club or join any 

extracurricular activities. No reason was ever given. I found out quickly what I was allowed and 

not allowed to do". 

 "When you're Indian, you can't fade into the walls you can't hide. Your skin colour and 

your race are obvious. In high school there was something ugly hanging over my head. I was told 

that natives are stupid, that I was nothing but a drunken Indian, a lazy Indian. In fact my dad was 

an ironworker, one of the Mohawk ͚“kǇǁalkeƌs’ who work on high-rise construction. He’d worked 

all his life; we all worked. I'd had my first job at nine years old. To be called these names in school 

was a shock. I was 14 years old so I had no choice except to attend school. I felt angry. Because 

other kids picked on me I had to fight every day. If I didn't stand up for myself, it just got worse." 

 "Canadians like to imagine we have a multicultural and non-racist society. From my point 

of view that is hardly true. I’ǀe had restaurant servers, store clerks and coworkers ignore me or 
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look past me. Sometimes it's coincidence. Other times it's personal. I brush these things off again 

and again but after a while you feel invisible end of no consequenĐe.͟  Feeling invisible has 

exacted a dreadful price on Frances Powless and her family. Right after high school she married a 

non-native in the hope of finally being acceptable to society. "By marrying out of my own culture I 

robbed my daughter and grandchildren of their heritage. My grandchildren are just 25% Indian 

and will never be accepted as Native people.  I was 17 years old when I married and had my 

daughter. If I had my life to live over I would never have made those choices just to be 

aĐĐeptaďle.͟  

 The onslaught against her spirit continues. Powless has found herself in the surrealistic 

situation of discussing current issues with acquaintances when they aired the opinion that if only 

white explorers had shot all the Natives, Canadians would not have the land claims problems 

today.  ͞CoŵŵeŶts like that completely dehumanize me as well as my children, my siblings, my 

whole family unit and social structure." Her voice catches, "I am put in a place where I have no 

value. I am barely tolerated as a human being.͟  

 ͞I wish people knew that as an Indian, I can't be myself 

when I leave my home. I have to put a mask on. My defences 

are always up. The uppermost thing in my mind is ͚hoǁ am I 

going to deal with well-meaning but ignorant comments or 

incidents of discrimination todaǇ?’ 'If I overhear a racist 

remark, how will I reply?' I'm always on guard. Too often all 

Indians will be judged on how one Indian responds to a cutting 

or hurtful remark. I never feel comfortable until I'm back 

inside my house. There I won't be on the spot to speak for my 

whole race. I don't have to worry about being made to feel 

diffeƌeŶt.͟ 

 Many of us have made terrible remarks without 

considering the impact. Powless elaborated, "for example 

some still call Indian women ͚sƋuaǁs’, a term used on old TV 

shows.  White people appear to have no idea ͚sƋuaǁ’ is 

degrading and offensive. Calling every Indian ͚Đhief’ is also an 

insult. We aren't all Chiefs. We haven't earned the right to be 

a Chief. It is the same as calling someone ͚doĐtoƌ’ or ͚Pƌeŵieƌ’ 
when they haven't earned that position." 

 ͞Yeaƌs ago I was working in a restaurant when a 

customer asked me, 'Is it true all Indian women have hot paŶts?’ The comment was so 

humiliating. I didn't know what to say. I felt like crying. I was being paid to be courteous to diners, 

so I couldn't react honestly. I just walked away.  You can shrug off hurtful comments but hearing 

them week after week, month after month for years takes a toll. Eventually it gets to you. It 

hurts." 

 "Stopping  racist comments can be very hard when you have lived with the innuendo that 

you are nothing, no matter how hard you work. Fear sometimes has made me wait a long time 

before I tell the person their remarks are offensive. People don't realize how damaging their 

thoughtless comments can be. Over time cruel remarks destroy my soul and wound my spirit. My 

only solution is to try to show these people that I am a human ďeiŶg.͟ 

 She has some advice for well-meaning folks who believe they do not want to discriminate. 

"Don't expect one person to answer questions on behalf of the entire Indian race. I am not 

debating headquarters about the Nisga’a treaty. If you are curious about native issues read a 
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It is not our differences 

that divide us.  It is our 

inability to recognize, 

accept, and celebrate 

those differences. 

Audre Lorde 

 

book or take a course. Treating native people as a novelty is still not seeing us as human beings. 

We each have our own nature, our own character. Some people think it's trendy to be seen with 

native people. This too can be degƌadiŶg.͟ 

 "Perhaps in an effort to establish rapport, well-meaning Caucasians tell Indian or Black 

people, ͚I know what it's like to be discriminated against. Kids used to tease me because I had to 

wear a funny hand-me-down Đlothes’ or ͚ŵǇ parents were immigrants so I was bullied because I 

didn't speak EŶglish.’ The difference is that they were able to leave their oddities behind in the 

schoolyard. Now they fit in with main stream white culture. Visually that will never happen for 

people of Đolouƌ.͟ 

 Powless has held many jobs over the years, both in 

Canada and the United States, such as running a spinning 

machine at Harding Carpets in Ontario and working at Space 

Command for the US Air Force in Colorado Springs. In 

California, she worked at a Heinz factory canning tomatoes 

and at a sweatshop sewing disposable paper products. "The 

sweatshop was the worst job I've had in my life – I lasted two 

weeks," she chuckles.  

 At Ontario's Northern Telecom she worked as an assembly line inspector and in Buffalo 

New York she worked for a windshield wiper manufacturer. She has also made precision screws 

for the aerospace industry, run a pen barrel molding machine and spent 12 years with a sprinkler 

manufacturer.  She came to BC in 1989 to attend school and work for the federal prison system. 

Part of her job was to act as a prison liaison for Native inmates in federal prisons. 

 She recalls years ago being the only Indian working in a company and having gauche co-

workers react by asking, "Wow are you a real Natiǀe?͟ Powless explained that although their 

response seemed positive, it still categorized her as something different, slotting her into a 

stereotyped group instead of treating her as a regular human being. "At times, coworkers have 

made me feel  I was from Mars or if I fallen out of a spaceship. They didn't see me as a peƌsoŶ.͟ 

 Powless points out that she does have many non-native friends. "We've taken the time to 

know each other, remain curious about each other and accept the differences. That's how we 

develop trust and fƌieŶdship.͟  She ended our meeting with a thought that lingers in the chest like 

thumping bass notes at a rock concert. "The wounded part of my spirit never heals, because so 

often I'm not seen for who I am. I wish that people would take the time to get to know ŵe.͟ 
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The Orange Shirt Society encourages schools, organizations 

and the general public to wear orange and discuss the 

legacy of residential schools annually. The annual Orange 

Shirt Day commemoration on September 30 is an 

opportunity to discuss the effects of Residential Schools and 

the legacy they have left behind. The date was chosen as it 

is the time of year when children were taken from their 

homes to residential schools. It also marks the beginning of 

the school year, and reaffirms that “Every Child Matters.”  

Phyllis Westad. Northern Secwpemc (Shuswap) from the 

“tsǁeĐeŵ’Đ Xgat’teŵ Fiƌst NatioŶ ;CaŶoe Cƌeek IŶdiaŶ BaŶdͿ.  
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FOR THE MISSING AND MURDERED INDIGENOUS WOMEN . . . 

FOR THE INDIGENOUS CHILD VICTIMS OF RESIDENTIAL SCHOOLS    

of whom, 215 bodies have just been discovered buried,  unacknowledged, in the Kamloops 

Residential School grounds, a grim reminder of the thousands of unacknowledged Indigenous 

children who died in Residential Schools across Canada. 

 
CANADA'S SHAME: CULTURAL AND ACTUAL GENOCIDE. 

Flags at half mast  and apologies are gestures, but they are not enough.  

 

 
 

 



LEARNED SOLIDARITY IN THE FIGHT FOR SOCIAL JUSTICE 

Wendy Nielsen, PhD, University of Wollongong 

 

 I pay my respects to country 

and acknowledge elders past, 

present and emerging. I currently live 

and work on the traditional lands of 

the Dharawal people of the 

Wollongong region of New South 

Wales, Australia. I also acknowledge 

the First Peoples of other lands I 

have visited over my lifetime in 

Canada and the US. Living in three 

countries that share a colonial past, 

my awareness has grown about the 

unique cultural relationships that 

each country has with their First 

Peoples. In this piece, I reflect on 

how this changing awareness has grown through having lived on Aboriginal lands while witnessing 

slow change, even as structural, political and financial conservatism continue to be subjugating 

forces for those who are called minorities, diverse others, ethnic or cultural refugees or 

soŵeǁhat pejoƌatiǀelǇ, ͚Ŷot us’. 
 In the news of early January, 2021, we have watched white men wrapped in neo-nazi, 

anarchist, political or even Christian logos, do what they have always done: work to silence the 

ǀoiĐe of the ͚otheƌ’. MuĐh as theiƌ foƌeďeaƌs, these ǁhite ŵeŶ haǀe also iŶǀaded foƌeigŶ laŶds, 
subjugated Indigenous peoples, prevented women from voting or owning businesses, decried civil 

rights or civil public discourse and generally dominated all fields of endeavour from religion to 

politics to finances and the fight for civil rights. It is further evidenced in the US by rising voices to 

scrutinize policing. Currently, and it is not always white men, but no wonder they feel threatened: 

the reckoning is finally here. Any experience that I have as a white, middle class lesbian with any 

of the other groups so oppressed begins and ends with white male power. 

 While Ŷot alǁaǇs ͚out’ iŶ ŵǇ ǁoƌkplaĐes, I haǀe ǀeƌǇ liŵited eǆpeƌieŶĐe ǁith suďjugatioŶ 
or discrimination, which makes mine a very small voice to speak about racism. I acknowledge this 

for I was a child during Stonewall and the 1960s civil rights movements in the US. I am, however, 

keenly aware of the systemic discrimination faced by gay men during the AIDS crisis of the 1980s. 

I declare these points of awareness in order to position my own perspectives as having grown, 

matured and changed by virtue of having lived in this world. It is fair to say that I have sought out 

new and different experiences over my lifetime: this has involved encountering cultural others. In 

the current period where white supremacist rhetoric and action seems to be driving a 

reinvigorated form of splintering of decency and generosity among political rivals, voices of 

reason, calm and compassion seem to be more important than ever, and mine is among those 

voices being silenced by the (mostly) white men hiding behind Republican party politics. The 

siŵilaƌities aĐƌoss all of these issues aŶd ǀoiĐes ƌeŵaiŶs a ǀitƌioliĐ positioŶiŶg of ͚the otheƌ’ so as 
to prevent equal access to the seats of power and the opportunities that white, middle-class, 

stƌaight people take foƌ gƌaŶted. I shift to ͚people’ heƌe ďeĐause ǁhite ǁoŵeŶ aƌe also iŵpliĐated 
in the power struggles. This is troubling because adopting the dominant male world view 

reinforces the injustice rather than devoting energy to work toward a more just and equal society. 

Wendy Nielson 
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Indeed, the grand myth in the US is that everyone has equal opportunity to better their 

circumstances through hard work and perseverance. With structural impediments built into 

financial institutions, governing systems (including voter rights) and educational opportunity, 

limits on human opportunity have been ingrained in US society since its institution. Current calls 

to set right that which was not enforced following the Civil War and the splintering that we see 

now, may well become the fracture that destroys these 

United States. To change the course that is looming toward 

destruction, we have the seeds among us to transform this 

direction. I believe it involves a rhetorical shift away from the 

notion that race, politics and finances are zero-sum games. 

 To elaborate, western societies are built on a notion 

that competition leads to innovation, growing markets, 

iŶĐƌeased aĐĐess aŶd a ͚ƌisiŶg tide that floats all ďoats’. If this 
were indeed true, then we would not be having this 

discussion. The stock market trends over time make the issue clear: the steady progress over time 

is an upward trajectory and shows that there is increasing capital in the system. This is due to 

innovation and new ways to build capital, even as these are both controlled by powerful forces, 

largely male and largely white. The problem is that the capital is not working to lift those up who 

are in the most need of structural change: quite the opposite since the system has been rigged to 

eŶsuƌe that soŵe ďoats doŶ’t eǀeŶ get iŶ the ǁateƌ. This stƌuĐtuƌal inequality is the legacy of Jim 

Crow laws in the US; conservative politics in western democracies along with a wider 

uŶǁilliŶgŶess to ĐoŶsideƌ ͚the otheƌ’; aŶd, hoǁ the iŶeƋualities aƌe the ƌoot of all soĐial pƌoďleŵs. 
Denying the problems or worse, underplaying them, only serves to widen the fracture. 

 I suggest that ǁhat ǁe aƌe seeiŶg is Ǉet aŶotheƌ ŵaŶifestatioŶ of the ͚toǆiĐ ŵasĐuliŶities’ 
that shape and drive power-hungry (and power-pƌoteĐtiǀeͿ ďehaǀioƌ. The ǀaƌious ͚posts’ ;post-

colonialism, post-modernism, post-industrial, post-feminist) have pushed against these forces in 

new directions, yet the power structures remain. That they could have the backing of the now-

previous president of the United States shows how toxic they are and how entrenched they 

remain. Dictators keep a lid on this sort of outburst through force too, but the question needs 

asking: how does an open society with democratic processes protect the interests of the 

suďjugated? That theǇ aƌe suďjugated doesŶ’t seeŵ to ďe alloǁed as a topic of discussion, which 

for me, is a key strategy for the powerful: unless you are willing to consider change, you are 

depriving the discussion (and those who would engage with you) of oxygen and threatening us to 

keep silent. The radical right, fascists and religious fanatics try to drown out reason, while the 

anarchists and neo-nazis wave their guns and threaten us to keep silent. All of these groups raise 

false issues as distƌaĐtioŶs. Foƌ eǆaŵple, if Ǉou paiŶt otheƌs as ͚soĐialist’ aŶd aŶti-American, then 

the middle or the right (but particularly the far 

right) can be rallied, or by equating the far-right 

with the far-left in terms of how desperate they 

are or how willing they are to take up arms to 

destroy property or threaten others serves 

obliquelǇ to justifǇ ͚ouƌ’ aĐtioŶs as just as ďad as 
yours. The divisions are not artificial, but they 

serve as manipulative tools to reinforce 

alliances and power structures as well as silence 

voices of protest, reason and compassion. 
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 In this highly charged environment of US social conflict, my own experiences living and 

working in different communities set me on a path to consider how my white middle-class 

privilege has evolved. I grew up in the US and work backward now from my current home in 

Australia. There are parallels among my age cohort of friends and colleagues in Australia who are 

Non-Aboriginal people: we have come to realize the limitations of our childhood education. 

Americans of my generation learned of the generosity of the native peoples who ͚gƌeeted’ the 
Pilgrims. Australians learned that Australian history began when the first white settlers arrived. 

The travesty of erasing the history (and reality) of Aboriginal perspectives on historical events in 

Australia has begun to be addressed where, now, schoolchildren learn about Aboriginal cultures 

and ways of knowing, beginning in the earliest years of schooling. While often tokenistic, these 

lessons represent an important beginning point for shifting how non-Aboriginal people come to 

understand and value the rich diversity of cultures, languages and traditions among the first 

peoples of the nation. Among these first peoples are the oldest civilizations on earth, who have 

continuously lived on country for that history. Undoing centuries of white power and domination 

has begun, even as the annual event of Australia Day every January 26 resurfaces the historical 

sileŶĐiŶg of AďoƌigiŶal ǀoiĐes fƌoŵ Austƌalia’s past. The daǇ Đeleďƌates the staƌt of the ŶatioŶ, ďut 
this has been a celebration of white culture in Australia, largely excluding Aboriginal voices: some 

ĐoŶteŶd that it should ďe Đalled ͚IŶǀasioŶ DaǇ’. Paƌt of the aǁakeŶiŶg goiŶg oŶ iŶ the sĐhool 
curriculum, for example, is drawing attention to the historical silencing of Aboriginal voices, but in 

ďegiŶŶiŶg to tell these stoƌies of the ĐouŶtƌǇ’s histoƌǇ, peƌspeĐtiǀes oŶ diǀeƌsitǇ aƌe ǁideŶiŶg. 
 I lived in Canada while lawyers worked to accumulate 

and develop evidence in support of land claims on behalf of 

CaŶada’s Fiƌst NatioŶs peoples. The Tƌuth aŶd ‘eĐoŶĐiliatioŶ 
Commission represented a progressive step forward to 

acknowledge and accept past injustices while seeking 

recompense and productive ways forward. A long history of 

subjugation cannot be unravelled quickly, nor can the impact 

of  pervasive damage, including so many lives lost, caused 

through residential schools and removing children from their 

cultural groups.  A necessary effort is to some extent under 

way to build capacity among the many different First Nations 

groups across the country, the ultimate aim of which, by many 

Indigenous groups, is self-determination and management of 

traditional lands, including access to the systems of power and 

control enjoyed by white Canadians for generations.  

 As a child of the conservative US Midwest, who moved to the more leftward leaning 

California coast and then as a young adult to the, in comparison, far more left-leaning and social 

democracy of Canada, in some ways I have taken a step back in moving to Australia: conservative 

political forces maintain strong control. However, each of these locations offers grounding for 

thinking about how an open society needs to be pushed to change how it sees itself. This self-

reflection is a role for all of us and must include its relations to the traditional owners of the land 

and its First Nations/Indigenous history. By some accounts, we are in a post-colonial period, and 

we are at least taking baby steps towards working to rectify, reconcile and include; the 

discussions need to be kept in the forefront, and they need to be kept honest and focused. This is 

an important role for those of us who have enjoyed a privileged, largely middle class existence. 

We are people who have cultural resources, and we must use these to push for change, however 

incremental. In discussion spaces like this e-zine, we can consider how to support, defend and 
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push. There are many ways: call out injustice, learn about our different cultural heritages and the 

traditional peoples of the lands where we live. Further, we can be voices that ask how we can 

help rather than imposing some version of colonization through assumptions. We can also take 

responsibility for learning more about the issues that diverse others face, and then, out of 

understanding and concern, aim for a richer society that truly includes everyone. 

 

_______________________________________________________________________ 

  

BORN A CRIME by Trevor Noah 

Review by Val Innes 

 

 Trevor Noah is a comedian, political commentator, 

television host, producer, writer, and actor. He hosts The Daily 

Show, an American satirical news program. His book, Born A 

Crime: Stories from a South African Childhood, caught me from 

the beginning. His story of growing up bi-racial in apartheid 

South Africa where his birth was, literally, a crime, as interracial 

sexual relations were illegal, is unflinchingly honest, painful and 

also bitingly humourous while being a clear insight into the 

effects of apartheid, both psychologically and socially.  He's a 

good writer, and he takes you into what it is like to grow up the 

perpetual outsider in a world defined by your colour: not white, 

not Black, not Indian, not Chinese, but Coloured, with parents 

who cannot be seen to be together. Noah's book is also a view into what daily life was like in a 

police state. Despite the humour -- he is a comedian after all -- the picture Noah paints of "being a 

mixed family under apartheid" was that it was "just that unbearable."
1  

Even so, as Noah said in an 

interview with Cory Booker, "I am not the hero of this story. My mum is the hero of this story, a 

strong, beautiful person."
2  

 Noah starts off the book describing apartheid;  the genius of it, he says, "was convincing 

people who were the overwhelming majority to turn on each other. Apart hate is what it was. You 

separate people into groups and make them hate one another so you can run them all ."
3
  Noah's 

mother is Xhosa, his father, with whom he had little contact, Swiss.  Brought up in a deeply 

religious Christian family, Noah spent his childhood in several churches, all of which he recounts 

with humour, noting though that the religion was "forced on them by their colonizers".
4 

   

 Raised by a smart, courageous, determined, fiercely devoted mother who found ways 

around the laws and used religion as a solace and a guide, Noah grew up partly in town with his 

mum, partly in Soweto with his grandmother who had to hide him in the all Black community for 

fear he would be taken by police and put in an orphanage as Coloured -- and who wouldn't 

discipline him like his cousins because he was "white".  Apartheid started to collapse when he was 

five, but what replaced it was a violent time of political and social turmoil in which many Black 

people died violently.  Noah survived in South Africa by learning to negotiate the shifting social, 

racial and political turmoil by slipping between racial barriers with speed, guile and deception -- 

not without the occasional hit, though. He's a survivor, and he's smart, with the spirit to reject 

social norms and become a comic, but unsparing, social critic. He bounced back from, amongst 

other things, a very abusive stepfather, a street education and Catholic school education, the 

chaotic streets of Johannesburg and always being the outsider. This is a book that is well worth 
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BLACK 

NOT POC 

NOT A MINORITY 

reading; it's a profoundly moving journey, an eloquent, harrowing and, yes, often funny story told 

by an excellent comic and storyteller. 

 

1,3 and 4.  Noah, Trevor. 2016. Born A Crime: Stories from a South African Childhood. Doubleday Canada. 

2. Noah, Trevor. 2016. Born a Crime (with Cory Booker). YouTube.  

_______________________________________________________________________________________ 

A HANDY ACRONYM, SHORT AND SIMPLE?  MAYBE NOT. 
Chris Morrissey 

 

 Before going any further, I need to make a disclaimer. I am a white woman, born in 

England and a settler in Canada. Whatever comes next comes out of my experience, some 

reading, and some listening. These are some personal reflections.   

 The phrase BIPOC – Black, Indigenous, People of Colour – first appeared in 2013.  It is a 

handy acronym and frequently used by white people to identify all the groups who are not white.  

It is a simple way of acknowledging white supremacy.  However, using this acronym makes the 

realities of different groups invisible.  Each letter B, I, and POC represents a specific group of 

people each with its own history.   

 The Black Lives Matter movement in the US was established 

folloǁiŶg the aĐƋuittal of TƌaǇǀoŶ MaƌtiŶ’s ŵuƌdeƌeƌ iŶ the UŶited “tates 
and has become very present since the murder of George Floyd. It builds 

on and is a response to and call to action of the Black Community in 

recognition of the decades of oppression of Black people in the US. The 

Civil Rights Movement came to prominence in the 1950s with non-violent 

protests that led to the end of segregation. However, many young blacks 

felt that the eŶd of segƌegatioŶ didŶ’t go faƌ eŶough.  The BlaĐk Poǁeƌ 
Movement from approx. 1970-1980 followed. In this millennium there is 

the emergence of the current Black Lives Matter movement.  The current 

organization in the US drew attention to the realities and history of Black Canadians.  

 The term People of Colour has its own history. The American Heritage Guide to 

Contemporary Usage and Style cites usage of "people of colour" as far back as 1796. It was 

initially used to refer to light-skinned people of mixed African and European heritage. The term 

became frequently used in the late 1980s and early 1990s recognizing that, in addition to people 

called Black, there were other groups of people that were not white. Again, people defined in 

relationship to whiteness. However, for People of Colour, this name was an indication of solidarity 

and political activity. As I said earlier, I believe that for white people 

it was a term used to identify all people who were not white thus 

reinforcing white supremacy and erasing differences. Included in this 

͞ĐategoƌǇ͟ aƌe AfƌiĐaŶ AŵeƌiĐaŶs, AsiaŶs, “outh AsiaŶs, LatiŶos, 
even though not all Latinos identify as persons of colour. And what 

about Middle Easterners, North Africans, Hawaiians? And the list 

could go on. Seems it all depends on who is doing the categorizing and why. 
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 The third group identified in 

the BIPOC acronym are Indigenous 

people. Part of my personal concern is 

that what is intrinsic to the 

colonization of Canada to a great 

extent has been/is invisible in these 

anti-oppression movements. However, 

there is a modern history of 

organization by First Nations people 

particularly related to land claims.  

Following are a few examples of 

resistance by First Nations in Canada. 

 IŶ ϭ96Ϭ, “eĐǁepeŵĐ leader, George MaŶuel aŶd Nisga’a leader FraŶk Calder preseŶt ďriefs 
to the Joint Committee for the Review of Indian Affairs Policy. Citing the 1763 Royal Proclamation, 

Manuel and Calder both demand recognition of and compensation for loss of Aboriginal Title. The 

Committee recommends the establishment of an Indian Claims Commission to settle outstanding 

land claims in Canada. One of the outcomes ǁas that NiŶe Ǉears later iŶ ϭ969, the Nisga’a 
initiated litigation, leading to the 1973 Calder decision where the Supreme Court of Canada 

recognized that the Nisga’a held title to their laŶd ďefore BC ǁas estaďlished. 

Also in 1969, First Nations people across Canada united in rejecting the White Paper which would 

have converted reserve land into private land. These Indigenous activism efforts resulted in the 

government withdrawing the White Paper. 

 In 1974 the Anishinaabeg activists who became known 

as the Ojibway Warriors,  assembled at Anicinabe Park on Treaty 

3 territory (Kenora, ON) protesting for equality.  

A conference was organized in the park and they demanded 

better living conditions, education and access to land. More 

than 200 Indians in the Kenora area had died through accidents, 

neglect, murder and suicide in the previous three and-one-half 

years.  

 In 1980-81 the Constitution Express movement was 

organized to seek recognition of Aboriginal rights in 

the Constitution Act amendments of 1982. 

https://www.wcel.org/blog/indigenous-activism-in-canadas-past-present-and-future 

 Land related disputes led to the Oka Crisis of 1990, the Ipperwash Crisis of 1995, and the 

Gustafsen Lake Standoff in 1995. 

 The Oka Crisis of 1990 was sparked by the proposed expansion of a golf course and the 

development of townhouses on disputed land in Kanesatake that included a Mohawk burial 

ground. The golf course expansion was cancelled and the land was purchased by the federal 

government. However, it did not establish the land as a reserve, and there has since been no 

organized transfer of the land to the Mohawks of Kanesatake. 

https://www.thecanadianencyclopedia.ca/en/article/oka-crisis 
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 The Ipperwash Crisis of 1995 took place in the Ipperwash Provincial Park in Ontario during 

which the indigenous protestor Dudley George was killed by the police.  

https://www.thecanadianencyclopedia.ca/en/article/ipperwash-crisis 

 The Gustafsen Lake Standoff in BC in 1995. 

Although no one was killed, the RCMP mined the road 

leading into the Sun Dancers site. The explosives, planted 

by the RCMP, destroyed a car driven by two of the Sun 

Dancers and caused a major fire fight between the 

indigenous protestors and the RCMP.  

 More recently, there was the Idle No More 

Movement and now the fight against the Trans Mountain 

Expansion Project, the struggle against the Coastal Gas Link pipeline, and the fight against the Site 

C Dam project. 

 The acronym BIPOC while sounding short and simple, in fact, encompasses many 

complexities.  

____________________________________________________________________ 
 

 Tuyet Anh, a member of the National Asian Pacific American Women's Forum (NAPAWF), says 

that heƌ eǆpeƌieŶĐe ǁith haƌassŵeŶt ͞ŵakes ŵe aŶd otheƌ AsiaŶ AŵeƌiĐaŶs feel as if ǁe aƌe the 
ǀiƌus. We aƌe laďeled aŶd deŵoŶized as this thƌeat to ǁhite AŵeƌiĐaŶ safetǇ.͟  
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MEMORIES OF GEORGIE 
Jan Bruce 

 

 I met my friend Georgie in junior high. Being new to a 

school presented some challenges. By 14 years old I was 

seasoned in the art of assimilating at a new school. My father 

had been transferred to his ĐoŵpaŶǇ’s office to Victoria. My 

mother had established a strategy for moving over the years. 

She had perfected the process of preparing us to move. By 

this time, my sibling and I knew the routine. Our moves were 

timed for mid-June. The end of the school year was marked 

for picnics, sports day and other festivities non academic. The 

move to Victoria was the 10th since I had started public 

school.  

 Navigating the hallways of the new school and trying 

to find my assigned classrooms were my priority the first 

week. Focusing on being preoccupied served to mask my anxiety of being ͚the new kid’. I walked 

with purpose past the gaggle of teenagers gathered in the halls between bells. I was an outsider. 

Being an outsider I had no attachment to the school or the people I met in the school. My 

experience as a frequent outsider allowed me to know I would make some  friends with one or 

two kids and likely move the following June. Every fall, teachers recruited for extra-curricular 

activities. Extra- curricular activities provided an opportunity to learn something different. Sports 

and athletics was where I felt as if I belonged. My integration with school began that September 

with the field hockey team.  

 After school we would meet on the pitch behind the school to begin training. We each 

needed a partner to practise passing the ball. The kids quickly selected their friends leaving me 

and a skinny young woman awkwardly becoming a practice pair.  Georgie introduced herself with 

a warm smile and funny quips, and we found a spot to practise our skills. The ball was about the 

size of a baseball and had a hard outer shell. If hit incorrectly, it easily would become a missile 

capable of causing injury. It was important to learn to hit the ball hard but prevent it from 

becoming airborne. In earnest, and with all our strength, we pounded that ball between us. We 

became fast friends. Georgie was talkative, funny and outgoing. She was the first kid I met that I 

felt accepted me into the school.  

 The school year was marked by the sports, Field hockey season followed by Basketball 

season and ending with Track and Field season.  Geoƌgie’s enthusiasm made every game worth 

playing even though our teams often lost. At the end of the year, Georgie and other friends I’d 

met dispersed. The school bus that had brought my new social group 

together had dispersed the group to our various neighbourhoods for the 

summer.  In the fall we came together with hundreds of other students 

from every corner of the Saanich Peninsula once again. As friends, Georgie 

and I joined every sport the school offered.  I didŶ’t know a lot about 

Geoƌgie’s life at home, nor did she know mine. I did admire that she could 

run like the wind, tirelessly. Geoƌgie’s long skinny legs, seemed  to propel 

her effortlessly. Her long, black hair streaming behind. I knew she lived on 

a First Nations reserve in West Saanich. She knew I lived about 2 miles 

from the school.  

Jan Bruce 
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 Being born in Saskatoon, and starting school in North Battleford, 

Saskatchewan, I was accustomed to Indigenous peers. As a child I had a 

lot of freedom to wander around and play with kids from different 

backgrounds. The common ground we shared was that we were largely 

unsupervised and had time on our hands.  At an early age, I learned from 

my experiences that kids were either fun or not fun; I didn't distinguish 

them from each other by  colour or class. That's the luxury and beauty of 

being a child. I gravitated to kids I felt comfortable around. Dare devils, 

trying to grab the rails on the caboose as the train raced by, swinging on 

a rope tied to a tree branch over a deep ravine, and visiting the open 

dump were memorable. That egocentric view as a child didŶ’t include 

judgments about colour or class, just a naivety of pleasure, of adventure, 

completely ignorant of the dangers. 
 As I grew older, discussions of racism, and of people with intellectual or physical 

disabilities would arise at home. My mother and grandmother did their best to instill in me  

compassion towards others who didŶ’t look like us. ͞DoŶ’t stare, it’s not polite͟.  One lesson my 

grandmother, a closet Jew, bestowed on me one day left an indelible impression:  ͞the world 

would be a much better place if God had made us ďliŶd.͟  

 In 1971, I started high school, the final hurdle of public school. That fall, hundreds of 

students poured off buses in front of the school and jammed the corridors. Georgie was amongst 

a few familiar faces in the crowded hallways, with a handful of those visibly of First Nations' 

lineage.  During those final two  years of education, Georgie and I played on several teams 

together and shared some classes. We’d meet behind the tennis courts some noon hours and eat 

whatever Georgie had smuggled out of the Home Economics lab. We’d laugh as we shared a pie 

in an aluminum pie plate. As the final year of high school was drawing to a close, my thoughts 

were looking forward to the next fall. I didŶ’t have a master plan for my future. 

 During one lunch hour relaxing in the warm sun behind the tennis courts, I asked Georgie 

if she was going to apply to U.Vic for the fall term. She looked down and responded, ͞Ŷo idea͟. 
͞TheŶ why doŶ’t you applǇ,͟ I urged. ͞NO͟ Georgie replied. Her voice was strong, and I knew she 

was upset and angry. I pushed her to explain to me why not. Her face was stern, her cheeks 

flushed, and her jaw set. I blathered on, ͞Ǉou’ƌe smart, you get good enough grades" . . . . . She 

shouted, ͞that’s not what WE do, doŶ’t you get it!͟ and turned and walked away.  

 Obviously the conversation had meaning beyond choosing  different paths. I did not get it, 

and for 47 years, I’ǀe been trying to understand. The anguish in Geoƌgie’s face, the tears in her 

eyes told me my questions had caused her  deep pain. Intuitively, I knew the wound was related 

to her being First Nations, but I didŶ’t have a sense of what part I played.  What happened that 

day, what did I not get? Not once, replaying the conversation, did I feel resentment toward 

Georgie, only remorse.  

 During the BLM movement, I had a renewed interest in understanding racism. Reading 

multiple essays on the subject allowed me to gain a deeper intellectual understanding of racism in 

this country. A workshop, Unlearning Racism, shone a light on the degree of my own ignorance to 

the systemic oppression of First Nations people.  It gave me a  glimmer of my own role as a white 

person, learning to recognize the degree of white privilege ingrained in our communities.  

 Why was Georgie so upset? I had no idea what her life was like as a First Nations woman 

living on a Reserve in Canada. I didŶ’t understand the barriers she, her band, her community 

faced every day living in Canada. It’s not enough to recognize one's own racism, there needs to be 

a knowledge of and acknowledgement of how others have been oppressed  throughout  our 
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history.  The barriers created by racism damage people at an emotional level. If I had had the 

maturity I needed for that conversation 47 years ago, what would I say differently? What would I 

do differently? That is my challenge.  

  Of course 47 years ago, nothing in the curriculum of schools or from the government or 

the media discussed the actual Canadian history of colonization or systemic racism, so it's small 

wonder that I didn't know. The challenge is to the Canadian education system to teach what 

happened and how to deal with racism, to the government to join action to its words, and to the 

media to scrupulously report the truth, as well as it is to myself to do what I can now to make the 

lives of others like Georgie better. 

  If it's not enough to recognize one's own racism, what is enough?  What might approach 

"enough" is to work to make sure Indigenous people and  their rights and territories are 

respected and to work to end systemic racism. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

SYSTEMIC RACISM, also known as institutional racism, refers to the ways that whiteness 

and white superiority become embedded in the policies and processes of an institution, 

resulting in a system that advantages white people and disadvantages BIPOC/IBPOC, 

notably in employment, education, justice, and social participation. 

Systemic racism in Canada 

In a settler colonial state like Canada, systemic racism is deeply rooted in every system of 

this country. This means the systems put in place were designed to benefit white colonists 

while disadvantaging the Indigenous populations who had lived here prior to colonialism. 

This power dynamic continues to be upheld and reinforced in our society, extending its 

impact on new racialized citizens. 

According to a 2016 report from Statistics Canada, both Black women and men were less 

likely to obtain post-secondary education compared to women and men in the rest of the 

population in Vancouver, with a difference of about 10%. And the unemployment rate for 

the Black population was approximately one and a half times higher than that for rest of 

the population. In terms of socioeconomic impact of COVID-19, around one-quarter of 

Indigenous people living in Canadian urban areas were in poverty, compared to 13% of 

non-Indigenous population in these areas.  

Systemic racism: What it looks like in Canada and how to fight it?   | VPFO | UBC 
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CLEAN WATER . . .  PROMISES BUT  LITTLE 

ACTION  
 

 "Canada is a first world country, with 

Indigenous populations and communities having to 

live under boil water advisories, with some 

children and youth never having had access to 

clean drinking water in their entire lives. 

 In the 2015 election campaign, Prime 

Minister Justin Trudeau vowed to lift all boil-water 

advisories by 2020. It is now 2021, and yet there 

aƌe still these ϱϮ adǀisoƌies affeĐtiŶg ϯϯ ĐoŵŵuŶities that doŶ’t haǀe aĐĐess to ĐleaŶ dƌiŶkiŶg 
water.  There is no new target date for the government to keep its six-year-old promise. 

Communities need the proper infrastructure and funding now to be able to have clean water for 

the current members and future generations as well." 

 This is not history; this is happening now, every day. 

 

Valerie Ooshag Today | TheTyee.ca  MǇ CoŵŵuŶitǇ’s Boil Wateƌ AdǀisoƌǇ Is Alŵost as Old as Me 

 

____________________________________________________________________ 
 

INDIAN RESIDENTIAL SCHOOLS 1870 TO 1996  
 

The last Indian Residential School of the 139 such schools that existed 

across Canada for close to 120 years, closed in 1996. This is not just a 

dark chapter in Canada's history as a nation; it's the whole of its 

history and continues today.  Deep, systemic racism and colonization  

has been part of Canada from the start, and these schools were a 

deliberate government designed attempt to destroy Indigenous 

cultures and languages, so that as a distinct people, Indigenous 

people would disappear and white people could take the land with 

impunity.  Planned Cultural Genocide. Specifically designed to 

"destroy the Indian in the child."
1 

 The schools provided an inappropriate and poor education 

focusing on manual labour and domestic work, without which the 

underfunded schools could not exist, and they were rife with 

emotional, sexual, physical and psychological abuse. The affects 

of children being separated from family, culture, language and a sense of 

belonging and being placed in a hostile, dangerous, racist environment were devastating upon the 

children, their families and their communities.  Those affects are apparent today as is white 

racism against Indigenous people.  

 The 215 recently discovered bodies of children in the Kamloops Indian Residential School 

are a small fraction of the thousands murdered by this system.  Perhaps as devastating has been 

the impact on the survivors of years spent in this system and on the families whose children were 

stolen for four generations.  Many are unable to talk about what happened to them; those who 
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Ken Moncman 

do, speak of appalling conditions and treatment. As retired Chief George Guerin commented in 

Stolen From Our Embrace,  

        Many of the men my age, they either didn't make it, committed suicide or died  violent 

        deaths, or alcohol got them.  And it wasn't just my generation.  My grandmother, who's 

        in her late nineties, to this day, it's too painful for her to talk about what happened to her 

       at the school.
2
 

This is Canada's shame and guilt, and it is Canada's responsibility to act, to change, and to make 

real reparation.  Words are not, and never were, enough.   

 

1. Hanson, E., Games, D, and Manuel A.  The Residential School System. indigenousfoundations.arts.ubc.ca 

2. Fournier, S and Grey, E. 2010. Stolen From Our Embrace: The Abduction of First Nations Children and the 

Restoration of Aboriginal Communities. Douglas and McIntyre, Vancouver, BC. P. 62. 

 

 

"CANADA UNDER  THE LIBERALS STILL REFUSES TO FUND FIRST NATIONS KIDS EQUITABLY."
1  

 

Cindy Blackstop, the lawyer 

fighting for justice for Indigenous 

people:   

"I think these 215 sacred little 

kids have managed to pierce 

through this dehumanization, 

this idea these kids are 

statistics." 

 

"While Indigenous children are 

no longer forced into residential 

schools in Canada, they continue to be overrepresented in the child welfare 

system across Canada, making up over 50 per cent of the kids in care 

nationwide. Governments continue to underfund and neglect First Nations kids, both on and off-

reserve, and fight court-ordered compensation for them. " 

 

"This will continue until the Canadian public says, 'EŶough, Ǉou’ƌe Ŷot doiŶg this iŶ ouƌ Ŷaŵe. 
You’ƌe Ŷot goiŶg to ƌaĐiallǇ disĐriminate against little kids in ways that separate them from their 

families or cause their harms or deaths. And we will not support any government of any political 

stripe who continues that behaviour.' That’s ǁhat Ŷeeds to happeŶ. " 

 

"Outside of elections, what can the Canadian public do to hold officials accountable? 

Call them, email them, get on Twitter, tag them, send them your messages that you want this 

discrimination to end. Learn about the Spirit Bear Plan, which is a plan to end all of the 

inequalities facing First Nations children that Canada has never adopted. And also you can go to 

our website
2
 and find seven free ways you can help, for people of any age. " 

 

1. Hyslop, K. June 2, 2021.  Blackstock on Trudeau:  'How Much Money Does He Think a Child's Life Is 

Worth? The Tyee.  Excerpts from the article. 

2. First Nations Child and Family Caring Society. The Caring Society (fncaringsociety.com)   
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IF YOU OR ANYONE YOU KNOW IS INDIGENOUS AND NEEDS SUPPORT, THE INDIAN 

RESIDENTIAL SCHOOLS CRISIS LINE IS AVAILABLE 24/7 AT 1-866-925-4419. 



FEAR OVERTURNED 
Ellen Woodsworth 

  

I am ripped out of my deep sleep by thoughts of my partner, who is of Asian descent, being 

attacked as we walk lovingly hand in hand along the Fraser River. I fantasize grabbing a stick and 

attaĐkiŶg hiŵ. I ĐaŶ’t go ďaĐk to sleep as I ƌealize the teƌƌoƌ deep iŶside ŵe that she ǁill ďe 
attacked by a racist. I think of the impact of racism that spews out of the mouths of the most 

powerful people in the world, sending it around the world. COVID 19 spreads racism far more 

virulent than the disease, and there is no vaccine yet for the poorest, most racialized countries in 

the world.  

 The intersections of colonialism, racism, homophobia, and sexism are violently attacking 

Indigenous, Black, Asian, and other People of Colour. The systematic, deep disease surges forth in 

manic magnitude as unforeseen as it is devastating to friends and families. It rips apart societies 

already weakened by COVID 19. It rides on the tidal waves of an economic collapse that has 

stripped especially racialized women of their full-time and part time jobs.  The government, A.I., 

military industrial complex, and fossil fuel companies join hands to enormously profit on the 

crisis.  

 2SLGTBQIA+ are forced to live with 

homophobic families or in shelters, or in tents, 

or on the streets with nowhere to run to as the 

shelters are full. WISH is begging for funding for 

clean socks and underpants as sex trade 

ǁoƌkeƌs ĐaŶ’t ǁoƌk aŶd aƌe Ŷot eligiďle foƌ aŶǇ 
supports because their work is not considered 

work. Housing is prohibitively expensive, so 

those who are being attacked, raped, and killed 

are forced to stay in their Single Room 

Occupancy hotel rooms, apartments, and 

homes in Beautiful BC. My queer, racialized, and indigenous brothers and sisters daily face this 

and more.    

 Fear grips me as I throw my arm across my sleeping lover trying not to wake her. It is only 

2:30 AM, and I desperately want to sleep, but fear for our future is paralyzing me. I finally slip out 

of bed to try to wrench myself out of the absolute abyss that is overwhelming me with the new 

reality of our lives leaving me feeling utterly defenceless. The insane forces of the dying US 

empire are thrashing around, allowing thousands to die for lack of a vaccine, clean water, food 

and shelters, while they try to prop up the collapse of their dynasty. Trudeau meanwhile hands 

out band aids to us but billions to the corporations while sitting behind closed doors planning the 

economic recovery without us 

 Suddenly, on May 25, 2020 George Floyd is murdered by the police and the 

#BlackLivesMatter movement takes over the streets, soon joined by Indigenous, Asian, other 

People of Colour followed by allies. The world is transformed. Chants of 'No more normal' 

emerge.  I listen and learn from webinars with the Indigenous leader Pam Palmater, Naomi Klein, 

Angela Davis, Arundhati Roy, David Suzuki, Outright, UN LGTBQI CORE GROUP, YWCA, NWAC, 

DIGNITY, and others, talking about green actions, Indigenous rights and colonialism, capitalism, 

aŶd ǁoŵeŶ’s leadeƌship iŶ the gloďal ĐoŶteǆt. We fight back, calling for an Intersectional Feminist 

Green Just Recovery Strategy at all leǀels of goǀeƌŶŵeŶt usiŶg the HaǁaiiaŶ stateŵeŶt ͞Not oŶ 
Ouƌ BaĐks͟. I tƌǇ to staǇ ďalaŶĐed by doing my four pages of writing each morning but daily I face 
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the silent and invisible violence of the pandemics, health, economic and social, collapsing the 

world I have known, as I watch the world that I have helped build crumble. Anti-Asian racism 

gƌoǁs fed ďǇ stateŵeŶts like the ͞ChiŶese ǀiƌus͟.  
 The sun shines, the birds build their nests, have their babies, and my garlic is three feet 

tall. I doŶ’t get to see my friends, but I cook for two seniors in my building, one of whom is riddled 

with cancer and visit a third in a senior building. She is desperate for contact as she ĐaŶ’t hug heƌ 
beloved granddaughter. I donate to strategic causes. I try to understand how we mobilize to 

minimize the impact and maximise the opportunities right now to create a better world. My 

partner and I walk daily, and I always hope she might be spared racist attacks, verbal, spitting, 

physical or even questions about her backgƌouŶd like ͞ǁheƌe aƌe Ǉou ƌeallǇ fƌoŵ͟, ͞I ƌeallǇ like 
sushi͟, oƌ ͞I haǀe a good fƌieŶd ǁho is JapaŶese͟ aŶd oŶ aŶd oŶ. IŶ the Pƌeŵieƌ’s speech, he talks 

about the racism against the Chinese, South Asian, Black, and Indigenous people but nothing 

about the JapaŶese; Ŷo oŶe does. EǀeŶ the VaŶĐouǀeƌ ŵotioŶ doesŶ’t talk aďout JapaŶese 
experiences of racism.   

 I read statements in the Georgia 

Straight and in Facebook warning us that to 

be safe from COVID 19, we must be cautious 

about being in the streets at a protest. Yes, 

we must respect social distancing and wear 

masks, but we are not safe in our homes or 

in public from racist, homophobic, or sexist 

violence. We are safe when we come out 

into the streets in the thousands, stand up 

and speak out. We are only safe if we stand 

up publicly together and make sure we are 

heaƌd. NO ƌetuƌŶ to ͞NO‘MAL͟. If theƌe is 
one thing we queers know, it is that normal 

does not include us. If we don't act now the right-wing, inside and outside of government, will just 

take over, take our taxpayer funded government money,  and silence our call for a new green, 

intersectional feminist world that includes all of us. 

  Last night I joined the orange rally to express grief and 

ƌage at the disĐoǀeƌǇ of the Ϯϭϱ ĐhildƌeŶ’s ďodies iŶ the 
Kamloops Catholic Residential School, and we all know there are 

thousands more yet to be found across Canada. The Native 

WoŵeŶ’s AssoĐiatioŶ of CaŶada lauŶĐhed theiƌ Call for Action 

on Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women and Girls Inquiry 

recommendations. Because of the work of a Haida two-spirit 

lesbian, from the Downtown Eastside in Vancouver,  the 

recommendations including 2SLGTBQIA + are embedded 

throughout the report. 

  Today, I feel like the world has erupted with the second 

wave of another powerful social movement, and there is a sense 

of a new world coming. Life does not go in a straight line, but on 

a queer day we can see forever. 
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Niki Ashton @nikiashton tweet:  Mar 30 2021. Proud to stand with many in the struggle for justice 

for Palestine. The NDP must be a voice for human rights and peace. Solidarity with Indigenous 

communities & the Palestinian people in the struggles for land, rights and survival.   

 

 

No one is arguing that Jewish people don't need to ensure their safety given their devastating 

history, but it should not be as a result of the colonization of another country and a displacement 

of its people.  The United Nations has condemned Israel for its occupation of Palestine and its 

treatment of Palestinians since 1948 many times. The U.S.A and Canada continue to support 

Israel's occupation of Palestine. Not surprising, I suppose,  given our own histories of colonization, 

but not forgivable either.   
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͞AŶti-Semitism is a genuine concern and no doubt infuses some denunciations of Israel. But it 

cheapens the authentic struggle against anti-Semitism to fling such charges lightly. Just as anti-

“eŵites shouldŶ’t use this ĐoŶfliĐt [Gaza] to pƌoŵote hate, suppoƌteƌs of Isƌael shouldŶ’t use 
anti-Semitism as a screen to hide actions from honest criticism. 

It isŶ’t IslaŵophoďiĐ to deŶouŶĐe IƌaŶ’s ŶuĐleaƌ pƌogƌaŵ. It’s Ŷot aŶti-Christian to reproach 

PƌesideŶt DoŶald Tƌuŵp foƌ ĐoŶdoŶiŶg ǁhite ŶatioŶalisŵ. AŶd it’s Ŷot aŶti-Semitic to criticize 

Isƌael foƌ possiďle ǁaƌ Đƌiŵes.͟ 

 
Nicholas Kristof. May 19, 2021.  "The Unshakable Bonds of Friendship With Israel Are Shaking." New York 

Times. 

 



REFERENCE SECTION 

 SOME BOOKS TO READ, SOME NEW,       

      SOME OLDER 
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AND FOR KIDS . . . 

52 



SOME RESOURCES AND REFERENCES . . . 

HERE IS A PARTIAL LIST OF REFERENCES FOR READERS WHO MAY WANT MORE INFORMATION ABOUT 

SOME OF THE INDIGENOUS PEOPLES OF NORTH AMERICA. Compiled by  Stephen Hardy 

 

Métis people: 

Jean Teillet, The North-West Is Our Mother, Harper Collins, Toronto Canada, 2019. 

 

Lawrence J. Barkwell, Veterans and Families of the 1885 Northwest Resistance, Gabriel Dumont Institute, 

Saskatoon Canada, 2010 

 

Fred J. Shore, Threads in the Sash, The Story of the Métis People, Pemmican Publications, Winnipeg 

Canada, 2017. 

 

Maria Campbell, Halfbreed, restored edition, McClelland & Stewart, Canada, 2019. 

  

Diane P. Payment, The Free People – Li Gens Libre: A History of the Métis Community of Batoche, 

Saskatchewan, University of Calgary Press, Calgary Canada, 2009. 

 

DiaŶe P. PaǇŵeŶt, ͞’La ǀie eŶ ƌose’? Métis WoŵeŶ at BatoĐhe, ϭϴϳϬ to ϭϵϮϬ,͟ iŶ Women of the First 

Nations: Power, Wisdom, and strength, edited by Christine Miller and Patricia Chuchryk, with Marie 

Smallface Marule, Brenda Manyfingers, and Cheryl Deering,The University of Manitoba Press, Winnipeg 

Canada, 1996, pp. 19 – 37. 

 

Howard Adams, Prison of Grass: Canada From a Native Point of View, rev. ed., Fifth House Publishers, 

Saskatoon Canada, 1989. 

 

Jacqueline Peterson, Jennifer S.H. Brown, The New Peoples: Being and Becoming Métis in North America, 

The University of Manitoba Press, Winnipeg Canada, 1985. 

 

Manitoba Métis Federation, Who Are the Métis?, http://www.mmf.mb.ca/who_are_the_metis.php  

 

First Nations people (Canada): 

Alan D. McMillan, Eldon Yellowhorn, First Peoples in Canada, 3
rd

 edition, Douglas and McIntyre, 2004. 

 

James Daschuk, Clearing the Plains, University of Regina Press, Regina Canada, 2013. 

 

Bev Sellars, Price Paid: The Fight for First Nations Survival, TalonBooks, Vancouver Canada 2016. 

 

John S. Milloy, A National Crime: The Canadian Government and the Residential School System, 1879 to 

1986, The University of Manitoba Press, Winnipeg Canada, 2017. 

 

Truth and Reconciliation Commission of Canada, Final Report of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission 

of Canada, Volume 1, Summary, Honouring the Truth, Reconciling for the Future, James Lorimer, Toronto 

Canada, 2015. 

 

Ma-Nee Chacaby with Mary Louisa Plummer, A Two-Spirit Journey: The Autobiography of a Lesbian 

Ojibwa-Cree Elder, The University of Manitoba Press, Winnipeg Canada, 2016.  

 

Arthur Manuel and Grand Chief Ronald M. Derrickson, Unsettling Canada, Between the Lines, Toronto 

Canada, 2015. 
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Arthur Manuel and Grand Chief Ronald M. Derrickson, The Reconciliation Manifesto: Recovering the Land, 

Rebuilding the Economy, James Lorimer, Toronto Canada, 2017. 

 

Kanahus Manuel, In Conversation with Kanahus Manuel, National Observer, 2020      

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=okDAhjqZY1c and 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U5ny3zvCMlk&t=0s 

 

The AďorigiŶal Peoples’ TeleǀisioŶ Netǁork, Winnipeg Manitoba, https://www.aptn.ca/ 

Windspeaker, Aboriginal Multimedia Society, Edmonton Canada, https://windspeaker.com/ 

Walking Eagle Neǁs, ͞The foremost leader in the world of Indigenous journalism,͟    

https://walkingeaglenews.com/ 

 

 ͞Ignored to Death: Systemic Racism in the Canadian Healthcare System͟ “uďŵissioŶ to EM‘IP the “tudǇ 
on Health. Brenda L Gunn, Associate Professor, Robson Hall Faculty of Law, University of Manitoba, Canada 

 

Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women and Girls Inquiry Recommendations:  Indigenous women are 12 

times more likely to be murdered or go missing than any other women in Canada. Read the report on the 

Inquiry of Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women and Girls here https://www.mmiwg-ffada.ca/final-

report/. Volume 1b has the calls for justice for various sectors. 

 

https://www.nwac.ca/wp-content/uploads/2021/06/NWAC-action-plan-FULL-ALL-EDITS.pdf 

National Inquiry into Missing and Murdered Indigenous Women and Girls. Our Women and Girls Are 

Sacred: The Interim Report of the National Inquiry into Missing and Murdered Women and 

Girls. http://www.mmiwg-ffada.ca/publications/ and  https://www.mmiwg-ffada.ca/wp-

content/uploads/2019/06/Executive_Summary.pdf    Final Report:  

https://www.mmiwg-ffada.ca/wp-content/uploads/2019/06/Final_Report_Vol_1b.pdf 

10 Queer Indigenous Artists on Where Their Inspirations Have Led Them. While wide-ranging in scope and 

style, these pieces are alike in their power and depth.https://www.nytimes.com/2021/04/23/t-

magazine/queer-indigenous-artists.html?smid=em-share 

 

Calls to Action - Truth and Reconciliation Commission of Canada   The Truth and Reconciliation 

Commission of Canada was active in Canada from 2008 to 2015, organized by the parties of the Indian 

Residential Schools Settlement Agreement. Their work continues to act on  it’s ͞Calls to AĐtioŶ͟ aǀailable 

at www.trc.ca truth and reconciliation calls to action 
 

First Nations people (USA): 

Roxanne Dunbar-Ortiz, AŶ IŶdigeŶous Peoples’ HistorǇ of the UŶited “tates, Beacon Press, Boston USA, 

2014. 

 

SUGGESTED RESOURCES FOR ALLYSHIP: 

AŵŶestǇ IŶteƌŶatioŶal. ͞ϭϬ WaǇs to Be a Genuine Ally to Indigenous 

CoŵŵuŶities.͟ https://www.amnesty.org.au/10-ways-to-be-an-ally-to-indigenous-communities/. 

 

Dƌ. LǇŶŶ Gehl. ͞AllǇ Bill of ‘espoŶsiďilities.͟  

http://www.lynngehl.com/uploads/5/0/0/4/5004954/ally_bill_of_responsibilities_poster.pdf. 

 

IŶdigeŶous PeƌspeĐtiǀes “oĐietǇ. ͞Hoǁ to Be aŶ AllǇ to IŶdigeŶous People." 

https://ipsociety.ca/news/page/7/. MoŶtƌeal UƌďaŶ AďoƌigiŶal CoŵŵuŶitǇ “tƌategǇ Netǁoƌk. ͞IŶdigeŶous 
AllǇ Toolkit.͟ https://gallery.mailchimp.com/86d28ccd43d4be0cfc11c71a1/files/102bf040-e221-4953-a9ef 
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Leaving No One Behind: Voices of Changemakers and Unsung Heroes – BCCIC   Online diverse resource 

 

ASIAN AND PALESTINIAN REFERENCES 
Stand With Asians Coalition founded spring 2021.  Facebook group to keep involved in the campaign and 

movement: https://www.facebook.com/groups/240430860920840/ 

 

National Asian Pacific American Women's Forum (NAPAWF), https:/www.napawf.  Organized 25 years ago. 

 
Independent Jewish Voices - Voix juives   https://www.ijvcanada.org  Vision: A just peace in Israel-Palestine 

based on principles of equality and human rights. 

 

Ilan Pappe,  2006. The Ethnic Cleansing of Palestine. One World Publications 
  

Jeff Halper, 2021. Decolonizing Israel, Liberating Palestine (Zionism, Settler Colonialism, and the Case for 

One Democratic State. Pluto Press. 

 

BLACK REFERENCES compiled by Gayle Roberts 
Black Lives Matter Canada 

https://blacklivesmatter.ca/ 

 

The Canadian Encyclopedia, Black Lives Matter – Canada:  

https://www.thecanadianencyclopedia.ca/en/article/black-lives-matter-canada 

 

Black Lives Matter, Wikipedia,https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Black_Lives_Matter 

 

Q&A: Founder of Black Lives Matter in Canada explains the call to defund police 

https://www.cbc.ca/news/canada/saskatoon/question-answer-sandy-hudson-black-lives-matter-defund-

police-1.5613280 

 

12 Black Scholars on the Black Lives Matter Movement and Canada 

https://activehistory.ca/2020/06/12-black-scholars-on-the-black-lives-matter-movement-and-canada/ 

British Columbia Black History Awareness Society (BCBHAS)https://bcblackhistory.ca/about-us/ 

 

Celebrating Contributions of Black Pioneers During Black History Awareness Month                                        

      https://www.icavictoria.org/bc-black-history-awareness-society/ 

 

Glass ĐeiliŶgs aƌeŶ’t Đƌeated eƋual: CoŶfƌoŶtiŶg the ďaƌƌieƌs ďlaĐk ǁoŵeŶ face in Corporate America      

  https://www.linkedin.com/pulse/glass-ceilings-arent-created-equal-confronting-barriers-minda-harts 

 
For Women of Color, the Glass Ceiling is Actually Made of Concrete Apƌil ϭ9, ǀϮϬϭ6 • JasŵiŶe 
Babershttps://www.aspeninstitute.org/blog-posts/for-women-of-color-the-glass-ceiling-is-actually-made-

of-concrete/ 

 

ADDITIONAL TOOLS TO HELP YOU ADDRESS ANTI-BLACK RACIST HARASSMENT  Paula Stromberg 

 The ϱD’s of Bystander Intervention, by Hollaback! Guide 

 Self-care Guide to healing from Online Harassment, by Hollaback! 

 Black Healing Resources, compiled by Black staff at Black and Pink 

 Trauma Processing Resources, compiled by the Swell Collective 

 Resources for White folks: Ways to Be in Action Against Anti-Black Racism + Anti-Racism Resources for 

White People   If you or your organization are interested, please complete this quick form to be a co-
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sponsor. We believe that together, we can build a solidarity network strong enough to stand up to hate. 

Get more trainings from Hollaback! here. If you are interested in a training personalized for your 

workplace, contact us here. (Contact us | Hollaback! Together We Have the Power to End Harassment 

(ihollaback.org)) 

 

FOR THOSE DEALING WITH TRANSPHOBIA, HOMOPHOBIA AND RACISM, THESE RESOURCES CAN HELP: 

compiled by Gayle Roberts 

QMUNITY, BC's Queer, Trans, & Two-Spirit Resource Centre  

Address: 1170 Bute St, Vancouver, BC V6E 1Z6  Phone: (604) 684-5307 

 

Transgender Resources - Welcome Friend Association  

http://www.welcomefriend.ca/transgender/resources.  

Seminars, Training To Help Broaden The Understanding Of The LGBTQ Community. 

 

Trans Peer Support Group - FOR Trans Folx BY Trans Folx  https://www.atrh.org/home  Our Organization 

Is Committed to Access of Resources For Trans* and Nonbinary People. 

 

BC LGBTQ+ ResouƌĐes • What's OŶ Queeƌ BC https://whatsonqueerbc.com › lgďtƋ-links 

Resources and links for the Trans and Gender Diverse community in Vancouver Lower Mainland.:  

 

Lower Mainland LGBTQ2S Resources - QCHAT 

https://www.qchat.ca › loǁeƌ-mainland-lgbtq2s-resources   QCHAT resources for LGBTQ2S Youth in 

the Lower Mainland/ Vancouver ... Peer support group for questioning women interested in  

exploring queer ... The Gender Support Network is a peer-lead trans gender support group in 

Chilliwack, BC, ...  

 

13 Organizations Supporting LGBTQ+ Communities in British ... 

https://rocketmanapp.com › ďlog › ϭϯ-organizations-su...  13 Organizations Supporting LGBTQ+ 

Communities in British Columbia. Qmunity (Vancouver, BC) Rainbow Refugee (Vancouver, BC) Qchat 

(Vancouver, BC) What's On Queer BC (Lower Mainland, BC) Health Initiative for Men (Lower 

Mainland, BC) Vancouver Island Queer Resource Collective (Vancouver and Victoria, BC) 

 

LGBT Resources | Here to Help - HeretoHelp.bc.ca  https://www.heretohelp.bc.ca › ǀisioŶs › lgďt-ǀolϲ › 
lgb...  QMUNITY: BC's Queer Resource Centre. www.qmunity.ca or 604-684-5307. Facebook and Twitter: 

Qmunity. Information, education, support groups, advocacy and referrals for lesbian, gay, transgender, 

bisexual and questioning youth, adults and older adults and allies. 

 

LGBTQ+ Youth Resource Guide for BC - Fraser Valley Youth ... http://www.fvys.ca › ǁp-ĐoŶteŶt › uploads › 
LGB...    LGTTQIP2SA is an acronym that stands for lesbian, gay, bisexual, transgender, queer, two-spirited, 

questioning, intersex, pansexual, transsexual asexual. 

 

LGBTQ - MOSAIC    https://www.mosaicbc.org › “eƌǀiĐes › “ettleŵeŶt    I Belong - LGBTQIA2+ 

Community Resources. I Belong supports LGBTQIA2+ (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Trans, Queer/Questioning) 

immigrant newcomers by ... The trans resource hub provides information and support to folks who 

identify ... Vancouver 24 hrs, LGBTQ immigrants 'minority within a minority', January 26, 2015. 

 

Transgender Heaven - Online Support Community   

Ad·https://www.transgenderheaven.com/ Find friends in the transgender ĐoŵŵuŶitǇ. Get help foƌ Ǉouƌ 
jouƌŶeǇ. “igŶ up foƌ fƌee. Foƌuŵs. Pƌiǀate “oĐial Netǁoƌk. Chat.  Transgender Chat    Transgender Forums 
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Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice 

everywhere.  We are caught in an 

inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a 

single garment of destiny.  Whatever 

affects one directly, affects all indirectly.   

   Nelson Mandela 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

Challenging Racist British Columbia 
150 Years and Counting 

AUTHOR(S):  

Nick Claxton, Denise Fong, Fran Morrison,  ChƌistiŶe O’BoŶsaǁiŶ 

 Maryka Omatsu, John Price, Sharanjit Kaur Sandhra 

 

FEBRUARY 25, 2021  

Download 

9.78 MB80 pages 

This booklet dives into the long history of racist policies that have 

impacted Indigenous, Black and racialized communities in the 

province over the last 150 years since BC joined Canada. The 

illustrated booklet, co-published by the CCPA-BC Office, ties the 

histories of racism and resistance to present day anti-racist movements. 

This engaging resource has been designed to assist anti-racist educators, teachers, scholars, 

policymakers and individuals doing anti-racism work to help pierce the silences that too often 

have let racism grow in our communities, corporations and governments. 

 

 

  

"Never, never be afraid to do what's right, especially if the well-being of a person 

or animal is at stake.  Society's punishments are small compared to the wounds 

we inflict on our soul when we look the other way."  MLK 
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  CONTINUE FIGHTING RACISM            

WHEREVER AND WHENEVER YOU CAN 

 
 

SPEAK  

UP! 

SUPPORT

! 


